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PROEM 

What  dreams  are  these  which  from  the  myrtle  stem 
And  the  crushed  leaves  arise  ? 

What  shining  hosts  of  fragrant  memories^ 
Let  us  bend  our  heads  and  take  our  fill  of  them  ^ 
Here  where  the  pale  verge  of  enchanted  seas 
Meets  the  faint  luminous  skies. 

Oh  I  scent  which  stabs  sharp  as  the  sea*s  salt  breath 
Tet  with  the  sweetness  of  all  the  earth  in  it ; 
Is  it  not  even  as  the  curling  smoke 
Which  wrought  a  trance  of  ecstasy  like  death 
When  once  in  Delphi  the  white  fame  was  lit 
And  the  god  stirred  and  spoke  I 

That  fame  has  turned  to  perfume;  all  that  was 
In  those  lost  years  divine — 

The  tragic  splendour  and  unslumbering  woe. 
The  passion  and  delight  and  triumph  has 
Crushed  itself  in  the  myrtle  and  the  vine 
That  the  new  days  may  know — 
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Though  all  forget — though  all  the  earth  forget 
Still  the  faint  myrtle  doth  remember :  grief 
Of  the  past  day  like  ever  falling  dew 
Has  kept  its  branches  and  frail  blossoms  wet. 
Has  stored  with  life  unfading  every  leaf 
Which  Daphne  changed  into. 

How  the  keen  scent  mounts  to  the  brain  and  lulls 
All  latter  woe  to  sleep! 

Let  us  be  wise  and  taste  of  it  and  free 
That  memory  of  past  loveliness  which  annuls 

Our  present  pangs.    What  dreams  around  us  sweep 
Flying  shoreward — their  wings  smelling  of  the  sea. 

Thou  hearest!    Thou  hast  seen  each  fairest  face 

Which  the  dim  mists  of  the  myrtle"*  s  breath  surround; 
For  thou  too  hast  the  vision  and  afar 
Beyond  our  slow  unyielding  days  canst  pace — 
Thou  too,  upon  that  solemn  holy  ground 
Where  the  immortals  are  I 


22nd  March  191 1. 
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BERTRUD 


SCENE  I 
A  Chamber  m  the  Palace.    Br  ah  en  and  Gerta 


Gerta 

God  !     Is  it  over  then  ?     I  faint.    The  windows — 

Open  the  windows — let  in  a  great  wind — 

Let  the  air  which  is  clean  heal  me.     I  suffocate. 

Ah !  but  the  foulness  of  the  judgment-hall 

Heavy  and  reeking  like  a  shambles.     Once 

I  thought  men's  hearts,  with  all  their  secret  lusts, 

Lies,  treacheries,  had  melted  into  vapour 

Horrible !  and  that  I  breathed  them — that  I  breathed 

Their  contaminated  spirits  through  my  nostrils. 

Take  me  to  some  desert  where  the  air  is  pure — 

Where  none  has  been — I  must  be  cured  or  die. 

Pah !  why  this  room  reeks  even — 

\She  sinks  on  a  couch. 


Brahen 

Gerta ! 

[_He  bends  over  her. 

Gerta 

And 
To-day  has  stained  my  life  for  ever.     None 
Shall  free  my  soul  from  the  slime  of  it.     Behold ! 
Men  shall  cry  out  when  they  see  me  passing.    Children 
Will  hide  their  faces. 

Brahen 

Nay,  but  close  thine  eyes. 
Turn  away  for  ever  from  this  horror.     See 
How  the  new  days  fly  forth  on  wings  of  flame. 
Our  days,  our  days  beloved.     Every  hour 
A  separate  Life.     We  who  are  but  mortal 
Scarce  may  conceive  such  glory,  but  I  hear 
God's  promise,  which  is  love's  promise,  and  believe. 
I,  who  put  trust  in  thee  and  God,  fear  nothing. 
And  for  thy  part  dare  not  to  doubt,  and  now 
Let  my  love  like  a  clean  and  consecrate  sword 
Utterly  cleave  the  present  from  the  past. 
I  sever  it.    Yet  I  too  veil  mine  eyes 
Lest  at  the  sight  of  all  those  writhing  heads 
Hungry  and  like  a  Hydra's — my  hand  falter. 
Thou  hast  a  gift  of  courage,  fail  me  not 
Lest  I  fail  even  for  a  moment.    I 
Have  been  most  venomously  dealt  with.    Less 
Than  I  have  done  I  could  not — now  my  honour. 
My  kingly  honour,  is  appeased.    As  man 
I  would  have  spared  her  willingly — as  king 
I  might  not  unreproved — and  I  showed  mercy, 


Gerta,  till  mercy  disappeared  injustice — 
Is  it  not  so  ? 

Gerta 
Didst  ever  love  her  ? 

Brahen 

Nay. 
Of  what  avails  such  questioning  ?    Thou  knowest 
That  not  her  hair's  long  strands  of  crisped  gold, 
Her  forehead's  w^hiteness,  nor  the  purity 
Of  her  deceptive  eyes,  nor  her  mouth's  fulness 
Might  vv^in  from  me  so  much  of  love,  as  thou 
With  thy  least  eyelash. 

Gerta 

Nor  she  thee.     I  know^ 
She  is  more  heartless  than  the  sea.     I  know 
She  cannot  suffer.     Why  do  I  therefore  grieve  .? 
Were  she  flesh  and  blood  truly  I  might  grieve. 
But  she  is  stone,  stone  to  the  bitter  centre 
Of  her  heart.     Didst  mark  how  she  flinched  not  nor 

changed 
At  any  accusation,  more  than  a  statue 
When  angry  hands  are  raised  against  it  .? — Nay, 
'Tis  I  who  suffer.    I  who  feel  my  soul 
Most  infamously  trampled  under  foot. 
Deep  in  the  mire  I  lie,  deep  down,  crushed  down. 
Mud  in  my  eyes  and  ears. 

Brahen 

White  soul !  too  white 
To  be  smirched  even  by  the  least  thought  of  her — 
Comfort  thyself,  for  it  is  true  indeed 
Such  women  do  not  suffer.    They  are  flawless 
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In  their  self-love,  they  are  pernicious  flames 
Which  hurting  others  have  themselves  no  feeling, 
And  must  be  extinguished.     Even  so  a  light 
Which  seen  from  far  shows  in  the  sky  like  daw^n 
And  is  red  conflagration. 

Gerta 

O !   brave  hands 
Of  mine  which  have  put  out  the  fire  then !     See 
How  white  my  hands  are  which  have  put  out  fire, 
Not  scorched  nor  soiled  even.     Would  you  not  think 
That  such  a  task  might  injure  them .?    Behold ! 
They  are  white  and  lissome  still.   Strange  that  no  deed 
Can  in  one  instant  alter  the  body — yet 
This  deed  will  eat  into  my  flesh.     Beware 
How  you  kiss  me,  you  shall  find  me  suddenly  changed 
One  day,  and  turn  from  me  with  loathing,  even 
As  you  have  turned  from  her. 

Brahen 

Thou  art  overwrought ; 
Canst  thou  not  sleep  ? 

Gerta 

What  sayst  thou  ? 

Brahen 

I  but  urged  thee 
To  sleep  a  little. 

Gerta 

I  sleep ;  how  strange  thou  art : 
Do  madmen  sleep  when  their  most  secret  thoughts 
Grow  visible  before  them  ? 


Brahen 

Nay,  Gerta. 

Gerta 
Or  haunted  women  who  have  slain  their  lovers  ? 
Nay,  nay,  too  much  thou  askest.    Dost  not  dream  then 
Who  fearest  sleep  so  little  ? 

Brahen 

But  thy  spirit 
Is  over  heavily  weighted  by  this  thing, 
And  trembles  without  reason.    This  grim  way 
Leads  strangely  to  our  happiness.    Think  on  it. 
Had  she  not  sinned  we  had  not  loved.     But  think 
Of  the  interminable  frozen  years — 
Grey  as  an  ice-bound  river !     She  and  I 
Crowned  one,  yet  like  two  solitary  trees 
Withered  and  leafless  in  a  place  of  snows. 
Now  this  wild  tempest  which  has  overthrown 
Her  and  her  infamy,  has  cleared  a  path 
For  innocent  feet  to  wander  in.     Alas ! 
That  such  a  Queen  should  stoop  so  low ;  but  I 
Cannot  too  greatly  grieve.     Lo !  I  am  dazzled 
By  the  white  light  which  has  suddenly  spread  around 

me. 
As  though  I  had  entered  the  midmost  circle  of  Heaven! 
And  all  my  days  henceforth  shall  have  the  pinions 
Of  archangels,  I  shall  not  see  the  world 
Save  through  their  plumage. 

Gerta 

And  me  also,  wilt  thou  see 
Me  also  through  their  plumage .?     God  have  mercy 
And  send  those  angel's  wings  be  not  withdrawn. 
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I  marvel  will  you  love  my  face  so  well 
When  I  stand  in  the  blank  sunlight  ? 

Brahen 
Dost  love  me,  Gerta  ? 

Gerta 
Now  I  can  laugh. 

Brahen 

Wherefore  ? 

Gerta 

There  was  a  man  once  sold  his  soul  to  the  devil 
To  please  a  woman  who  asked  him  if  he  loved  her. 
Wherefore  he  laughed. 

Brahen 

What  hidden  meaning  lurks 
In  thy  speech,  Gerta? 

Gerta 

Meaning  ?    There  is  none 
Save  that  I  too  would  willingly  sell  my  soul 
A  thousand  times  for  that  elusive  thing 
Called  life,  spent  with  thee. 

Brahen 

Gerta,  thou  art  wild 
And  all  unlike  thyself.    Thou  knowest  not, 
Being  overgrieved  and  sick,  the  thing  thou  sayest. 
For  love  and  evil  are  antagonists 
For  ever,  nor  is  there  any  bond  between  them. 
I  would  not  have  thee  love  me  save  thy  soul 
Grew  stronger  winged  and  added  a  new  light 
To  its  original  lustre. 
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Gerta 

Well,  my  Brahen, 
Thou  art  wise,  gaze  now  within  my  eyes  and  tell  me 
If  I  have  still  my  soul  or  no. 

[Brahen  takes  Gert a*s  Jace  between  his  hands 
and  gazes  at  it  long  and  earnestly. 

Brahen 

I  see 
All  my  life  up-gathered  in  them.    All  my  long 
Struggles,  hopes,  passions,  fears.     All  that  I  am 
Or  shall  be,  everything  in  that  small  space 
Concentrated  as  a  life-time  in  an  hour. 
And  at  the  judgment  day  God  shall  not  look 
Farther  than  thine  eyes  for  my  soul's  record. 
Think  on  this  thing  and  fear.     I  tell  you,  Gerta, 
That  did  those  eyes,  even  for  one  false  moment, 
Flicker  or  turn  aside  or  shrink  from  mine. 
Then  should  I  fall  to  instant  nothingness. 
Blotted  out  like  a  tear  which  thou  hast  wept. 
Yea,  thy  slight  hands  have  power  to  shatter  me 
Who  am  not  weak  thou  knowest,  never  swayed 
By  passing  winds  of  pleasure  ;  I  have  wrought 
Heedfully,  the  rough  metal  of  my  soul 
Unsparing  of  beneficent  pain  or  fire. 
Yet  soul  and  body  do  with  me  as  thou  wilt. 
Nor  joy  nor  sorrow  can  touch  me  save  through  thee. 
This  thine  eyes  know.  \He  kisses  them. 

How  they  tremble  as  I  kiss  them, 
Like  moths  in  a  boy's  hand.    Nor  do  I  marvel 
Seeing  the  full  significance  of  each  kiss, 
And  how  the  world  's  in  each. 

[Gerta  draws  herself  away  impatiently. 


Gerta 

Nay,  there  is  time 
Hereafter  to  show  love,  but  for  the  moment 
Let  us  mourn  a  little,  'tis  not  right  to  kiss 
On  the  grave  of  one  we  have  slain. 

Brahen 

Extravagantly 
Thou  speakest. 

Gerta 

Why,  'tis  an  extravagant  thing 
To  have  purchased  happiness  w^ith  the  soul  of  another. 
What  do  I  say  ?     She  had  no  soul,  and  therefore 
Where  is  the  w^rong  ?     But,  lord,  w^hy  did  she  come 
Thus  fatally  towrards  thee  ?     I  loved  thee  long 
Before  her  coming.     Couldst  thou  not  turn  thy  head 
My  w^ay  a  moment  ?     Nay,  thou  must  go  seeking 
Strange  v^omen  in  far  kingdoms.  Would  she  had  stayed 
In  her  own  country !     So  we  twain  had  brought 
No  curse  on  her  and  on  ourselves,  who  now 
Shall  know  no  joy  for  ever. 

Brahen 

I  loved  thee  not 
Till  after  our  betrothal.     I  to  wed 
A  stranger  Princess !     I  loved  thee  then.     At  once 
The  earth  quite  suddenly  showed  a  heart  of  fire. 
But  honour  stood  between  us  fiercer  than  fire ; 
Silent  I  met  the  torture.    The  change  in  me 
Thou  couldst  not  guess. 

Gerta 

I  guessed. 
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Brahen 

Strange !     Are  the  eyes 
So  treacherous  then  they  will  betray  the  soul's 
Most  delicate  secrets  ?    Is  the  veil  so  thin 
Of  flesh  wherewith  the  spirit  veils  her  face  ? — 
But  thou  in  that  first  moment  when  we  met  ? 

Gerta 
I  loved  thee. 

Brahen 

Ah !  could  it  have  been 
But  a  day  sooner — but  one  day,  why  then 
Our  souls  had  flown  to  each  other  like  two  birds — 
Naught  could  have  intervened — but  then  my  ring 
Lay  on  her  finger. 

Gerta 
Ay. 
Brahen 

Had  the  world's  way 
Ever  seemed  good  to  me,  or  hadst  thou  been 
Other  than  the  unflecked  thing  thou  art, 
I  might  have  joyfully  betrayed  her,  let 
Thy  kisses  salve  my  conscience  like  a  balm. 
We  might  have  loved  even  so,  and  yet  slept  lightly ; 
That  path  was  not  for  us. 

Gerta 

Nay. 

Brahen 

So  we  had  lived. 
Neither  knowing  the  other's  heart  held  fire 
Which  was  the  right  of  each,  and  died  at  last 


Most  ignorant  and  most  unhappy.     Then 
A  hundred  rumours  spread  about  the  Court 
And  reached  me  scarcely  heeding.    I  have  walked 
Through  buzzing  gnats  thus  on  a  summer  evening 
Unconscious  till  at  last  they  stung. 

[Gerta  walks  to  the  window^  looks  out^  and  says 
nothing. 

These  said 
In  the  happy  murmuring  tones  of  those  who  love 
Things  evil,  that  Bertrud  was  false  to  me, 
That  high  and  cold  Princess  whose  iciness. 
Whose  utter  chastity  as  of  blue  steel 
I  had  not  doubted.     Then  came  proof.     That  cur, 
Leon  the  minstrel — (I  myself  had  seen  her 
Brood  on  his  singing  through  the  long  June  evenings) 
Betrayed  her  in  his  drunkenness,  and  more 
Small  things  impossible  to  lay  aside — 
They  stuck  within  the  mind  like  poisonous  thorns 
I  might  not  for  my  honour's  sake  endure. 
Yet  would  perchance  most  wrongly,  having  some  pity 
If  not  on  her  yet  on  her  Queenship.     Then 
Thou  camest  with  thine  eyes  of  truth  and  anguish 
Impossible  to  doubt. 

Gerta 

Yes,  I— I— I— 
Why  didst  thou  doubt  me  not  ? 

Brahen 

Oh !  Gerta,  none 
May  pass  by  a  true  soul,  one  which,  like  thine. 
Might  seek  to  veil  its  whiteness  but  could  not 
More  than  the  moon  through  cloud  and  doubt,  not  one 
Who  has  truth  in  his  own  mind.     Thy  tale  was  such 

lo 


I  could  not  disbelieve.    I  believe  in  thee 

As  I  do  in  God.    Thou  v^ert  so  much  about  her — 

Thou  wert  bound  to  speak  almost,  seeing  my  honour 

And  the  honour  of  my  throne  in  such  loose  hands. 

Never  shall  I  forget  thy  face,  the  terror 

Of  thine  eyes  and  thy  strong  purpose,  and  the  words 

Which  burned,  burned  thy  lips  in  uttering  them.   Thou 

Flinching  not,  nor  faltering  but  speaking  all. 

Gerta 
I  flinched  not — I  spoke  all. 

Brahen 

Then  came  more  proof, 
Proof  from  all  sources.    Then  somehow^  one  day 
Our  lips  met.    Then  life  started.     We  have  now^ 
Eternity  before  us.    Yet,  'tw^as  needful 
To  cleanse  the  land  of  her.    The  trial  this  morn, 
Secret  as  I  could  make  it,  might  not  be 
Anyhow  avoided.     Stood  she  not  condemned. 
Stood  she  not  condemned,  Gerta  ?     Not  Heaven  itself 
Could  have  made  her  innocent,  and  I  dealt  mercifully. 
She  has  escaped  death. 

Gerta  {with  a  faint  cry) 

How  thou  hadst  thought 
Of  death— of  ^/^^//6  for  her!   Why,  God  !  God  !  God  ! 
I  'd  have  been  her  murd'ress  then.     Ah  !  the  escape 
From  that  at  least !    Yet  have  I  dragged  her  down. 
Making  her  one  with  the  grey  worm  of  earth. 
She  that  was  golden. — But  the  gulf  between 
The  deed's  conception  and  the  thing  accomplished 
There  is  all  Hell.     Brahen,  hast  ever  stood 
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Quite  suddenly  upon  a  black  gulfs  brink 
And  known  that  it  was  Hell  ? 

Brahen  ' 

I  am  afraid 
Hearing  thee  speak  thus. 

Gerta 

Thou  who  lovest  me,  say 
What  unrelenting  punishment  wouldst  thou  mete 
To  me  did  I  commit  some  terrible  sin  ? 

Brahen 

Oh !  Gerta,  burn  no  more  with  this  vain  torment. 
Thou  hast  done  bravely.     Now  thou  needst  rest. 
How  all  thy  face  has  suddenly  closed  up 
Like  the  petals  of  a  flower.     Forget  all  else 
Save  only  this  one  thing — that  we  for  ever. 
Alone  and  indivisible,  shall  hear 
Time  splinter  up  beneath  God's  stroke,  and  yet 
Being  so  much  absorbed  in  one  another 
Scarce  turn  our  heads. 

Gerta 

To-day  thou  lovest  me. 
It  is  enough.    I  dare  not  even  think 
Upon  to-morrow. 

Brahen 

Thou  with  so  little  faith, 
Gerta,  alas !  and  I  unalterable 
As  fire. 

Gerta 

Ah !  not  as  fire,  for  fire  must  purify . 
How,  then,  shall  I  escape  ? 
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Brahen 

Yet,  be  at  peace. 

Gerta  (suddenly  changing 

At  peace  ?    Why  yes,  most  surely  I  will  have 
Peace.     I  am  strong  enough  to  claim  it.     Lo ! 
Yesterday  is  a  dead  thing,  shall  its  ghost 
Which  is  but  memory  rob  me  of  myself? 
I  have  but  to  be  happy,  and  no  more 
Has  any  unclean  thought  pow^er  over  me. 
Nor  sorrow,  nor  unburied  dream.     Pass  ye 
Malicious  vampires  to  some  place  of  tombs ! 
I  am  among  roses  and  in  the  sun. 
I  am  new-born.     I  am  happy.     Listen,  my  lover, 
I  am  happy.     What  I  have  done  of  good  or  ill 
I  cast  from  me — they  are  another's  deeds 
Not  mine.     I  am  absolved  from  them.     My  will 
Absolves  me  and  my  dauntless  heart.     How  easy 
It  is  to  snap  those  fine  and  fragile  bonds 
Which  link  to-day  with  yesterday.     Beloved, 
Give  me  nought  but  joy  for  ever — not  one  word 
Which  may  remind  me  I  have  wept.     Remember 
I  only  of  all  who  live  have  wept  not.     I 
Am  remorseless  and  exult  before  this  new 
Life  I  have  created  to  my  desire. 

Brahen 
Be  glad — 'tis  all  I  ask  of  thee. 

Gerta 

Oh!  Life 
Shall  henceforth  be  one  rapture. 

\T'hey  embrace.    An  Attendant  enters. 
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The  Attendant 

Sire,  the  Princess 
Bertrud  demands  admittance. 

Gerta  {panic  stricken) 

I  cannot  bear  it — 
Let  her  not  come,  not  now. 

\At  this  moment  Bertrud  enters.  Gerta  gives 
a  low  cry  and  looks  round  as  though  she 
would  escape^  then  stands  motionless .  B  ertru  d 
is  very  pale,  and  carries  herself  proudly. 

Bertrud 

Pardon,  I  seek 
Speech  with  the  King,  nor  am  I  so  discrowned 
Yet,  that  he  may  deny  me — a  few  words 
Sharp  as  the  foam  splashed  in  the  watching  faces 
Of  those  who  gaze  on  one  who  dives  deep  down 
Perilous  seas  whence  he  shall  not  return. 
Since  I  return  not  I  will  speak.     Hear  now 
Truth.    Ye  may  well  spare  me  an  instant.     Ponder 
How  all  your  life  hereafter  you  may  hear 
What  lies  you  will,  but  truth  perhaps  no  more. 
So  I  will  speak. 

Brahen 
Shame  may  not  keep  you  silent, 
How  shall  I  therefore  ?    My  whole  spirit  rises 
Aghast  against  a  thing  so  shameful.     Speak 
Quickly  and  then  depart — and  yet  I  marvel 
How  you  dare  gaze  on  me  with  such  calm  eyes, 
On  me  you  have  so  sorely  wronged. 

Bertrud 

And  I 


Marvel  likewise,  and  would  (since  that  word  shame 
Sounds  strangely  on  your  lips)  dispute  a  little 
Concerning  it.     Here  is  confusion.     I 
For  my  honour's  sake  (nay,  start  not  at  the  word) 
Would  place  things  in  a  truer  light.     I  could  not 
Condescend,  when  those  obedient  hounds 
Set  on  me  in  the  Court,  to  explain  fully. 
Seeing  they  knew  not  shame  from  honour — how 
The  King  has  slept  with  the  moon's  light  upon  him 
And  since  then  has  been  crazed,  but  now  in  private 
You  shall  shortly  hear  how  I  (and  possibly  God) 
Define  shame. 

Brahen 
Quickly  speak,  time  presses. 

Bertrud 

King, 
Is  it  for  myself  I  must  feel  shame,  since  you 
Have  poured  upon  my  head  shame  with  both  hands  ? 
Is  it  for  you  I  must  feel  shame,  who  lightly 
Have  done  the  bidding  of  a  waiting-woman  ? 
Else  had  I  still  been  Queen — but  a  girl's  lips 
Whispered  my  crown  away.     Oh  !  like  a  leaf 
Before  the  wind  my  crown  blew  helter-skelter. 
Madam,  it  should  become  you.     Give  yourself 
The  trouble  to  stoop  and  pick  it  up.     At  first 
*Twill  prove  a  little  heavy.    Yet  your  brows 
Will  love  the  habitual  burden.     Very  soon 
You  will  not  notice  even  the  red  scar 
It  leaves  upon  your  forehead. 

Brahen 

Riddles  !     No  more 
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Bertrud 

Shame  speaks  best  in  riddles.     Have  more  patience, 

I  have  so  short  a  time — yet  ere  I  go. 

Gaze  I  pray  you  on  my  face  and  tell  me 

How  sin  has  altered  me.     Do  I  not  hold 

My  head  high  for  a  wanton  ?     I  am  sure 

My  eye  is  not  restless,  nor  do  I  smile  much 

As  is  the  wont  with  such  women.     One  might  say 

Who  did  not  know  that  I  had  left  a  throne 

For  lovers  in  the  kennel — that  I  was  chaste. 

But  you  being  keen-eyed  and  quick  of  vision 

Were  not  deceived. 

Brahen 

So,  though  the  proofs  sufficed. 
Proofs  walking  naked  in  the  face  of  the  sun 
Instantly  to  place  you  in  the  ranks 
Of  those  renowned  women  whose  each  name 
Is  a  separate  infamy — 'tis  not  enough .? 
Thou  art  emulous  indeed  of  their  dishonour 
Who  cravest  proofs  more  monstrous  yet. 

Bertrud 

I  heard 
The  evidence  of  dogs  and  of  their  trainer 
Who  had  a  silken  voice,  pliable  hands, 
A  cruel  mouth  which  smiled.     Nothing  was  left 
To  chance,  she  raised  the  whip  at  times  or  tossed 
One  a  sweetmeat  whilst  the  other  licked 
Her  hand,  and  then  they  barked.  Oh !  the  curs  barked. 
No  doubt  of  that — and  mauled  my  name  among  them 
Gleefully  like  a  bone.    The  King  looked  on 
With  a  grave  face  and  a  glad  heart,  and  when 
Leon  was  proved  my  lover  would  have  raised 
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His  voice  in  thanks  to  God  had  it  been  seemly 
To  show  such  open  joy.     Leon — my  lover ! 
My  minstrel — whom  I  used  to  praise  because 
His  singing  made  my  soul  dream  delicately 
In  moments  of  rare  calm !     Why,  once  I  bound 
My  kerchief  round  his  finger  when  it  bled ; 
That  in  itself  should  prove  me  guilty.     'Las  ! 
My  conscience  is  not  clear.     But  let  all  Queens 
Put  wool  in  their  ears  when  their  minstrels  sing,  be- 
cause 
A  little  music  is  not  worth  the  price 
Of  a  lady's  reputation.    There  was  another 
Also  proved  my  lover — I  forget  his  name : 
Madam,  your  memory  is  better ;  tell  me, 
I  cannot  recall  it. 

Brahen 
Indisputably 
You  are  proved  wanton — go ! 

Bertrud 

One  thing  at  least 
Is  proved  beyond  dispute — a  King  's  but  flesh. 
Mere  common  clay  then — a  gross  earthy  mixture 
(Though  some  there  are  deny  it)  even  as  Adam : 
I  marvel  how  two  hands  are  fashioning  you 
Whilst  the  lips  smile  above. 

Brahen 

I  will  hear  no  more — 
This  is  not  bearable. 

Bertrud 
Into  what  shape 
Will  they  mould  you,  those  fine  hands  ?    Your  guardian 
angel 
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Will  scarcely  know  you  on  your  death-bed. 

Brahen 

Dare  not 
So  much  as  glance  at  her,  since  to  her  prayers 
Thou  owest  thy  soiled  life. 

Bertrud 

My  life?    To  her? 
Oh,  excellent!  but  this,  if  I  mistake  not, 
Is  a  leaf  plucked  from  Death's  Jest-book. 

Brahen 

Wilt  thou  add  scorn  unto  thine  infamy  ? — 
Hast  more  to  say? 

Bertrud 

Nay,  all 's  been  said,  indeed, 
And  there  's  eternity  to  forget  me  in ! 
All 's  done.     I  can  no  more.     My  lord,  farewell. 
Thou  hast  no  kiss  of  mine  to  mar  the  sweetness 
Of  her  kisses,  and  I  less  of  thee  than  leaves 
Thy  shadow  on  the  pathway.     Nay,  but  see. 
Your  woman  swoons.    Will  you  not  comfort  her  ? 
My  handkerchief's  perfumed,  take  it,  maybe 
'Twill  cure  her  faintness ;  this  hour  has  tried  her  sorely. 
She  has  curled  lips  and  delicate  shaded  eyelids. 
Might  well  persuade  a  man  that  at  mid-noon 
Owls  fly  in  the  sunlight.     I  blame  you  not  at  all ; 
There  is  no  man  who  would  not  sell  his  honour 
For  such  a  bauble. 

Brahen  ,  ..  n-  %i 

Silence  ! 
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Bertrud 

Why,  then,  so  be  it : 
I  go  as  one  into  the  windy  darkness, 
Where  no  sound  may  reach  me  from  those  within 
Who  laugh  and  are  together.     Men  shall  sing 
Of  a  Queen  who  wandered  forth  alone  at  nightfall. 
And  was  not  heard  of  again.     Farewell. 

[S6e  goes  out.     GERTAja//s  sobbing  into 
Brahen's  arms. 
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SCENE  II 

A  Room  in  the  Palace.    Bertrud  alone,     'Enter  Freya. 

Freya 

So  the  crime  has  been  accomplished !     The  mad  king 
Has  had  his  way,  the  world  is  upside  down, 
And  all  this  Court  of  madmen,  thieves  and  liars. 
Triumph  in  their  fashion,  which  is  Hell's. 
Thank  God  that  we  are  exiled ! 

Bertrud 

Why,  that 's  true — 
Bring  me  quickly  some  soiled  garment;  I  am  a  beggar. 
This  crown  was  worth  men's  reverence  once,  but  now 
Best  lay  it  aside,  for  who  would  give  me  alms 
If  I  wore  it  ?    There  's  a  hard  road  yet  to  tread. 
And  to  those  who  are  heavy  hearted  the  roads  seem 

long— 
I  '11  lay  my  heart  aside  too. 

Freya 

I  could  have  torn 
Their  tongues  from  them  with  my  two  vehement  hands, 
Wrung  their  throats  till  the  truth  gushed  forth  like 

blood, 
Then  left  them  there,  naked  in  all  men's  eyes. 
But  tell  me,  lady, — Is  the  King  possessed. 
And  by  what  devil  ?     Foolish  I  ever  deemed  him, 
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But  wicked,  infamous  as  he  shows  to-day. 
That  I  had  scarce  imagined.     Hast  thou  a  clue, 
Queen?     Canst  see  clear? — So  may  not  I. 

Bertrud 

He  loves. 

Freya 

That  venomous  girl,  then  ?    So  'tis  for  her  sake 
That  you  in  the  arena  have  been  mauled 
By  wild  beasts — cast  like  a  fallen  fruit 
Out  of  the  country,  and  it  is  her  feet 
The  King  kisses  ? 

Bertrud 

Why,  you  are  harsh.     Love  sucks 
The  conscience  from  some  women.    If  they  loved  not 
They  would  be  tender,  gentle,  and  forbearing — 
Not  cruel  for  choice.    They  'd  sit  for  hours  together 
If  their  friends  were  sick,  put  flowers  on  their  graves, 
And  sorrow  for  them  when  they  died,  but  love 
Makes  them  unsparing  as  tigers. 

Freya 

And  thou,  what  vengeance 
Dost  thou  contemplate.   Queen?     When  wilt  thou 

greatly  rise 
And  smite  these  creatures  who  have  wronged  thee. 

Pause 
Not  too  long,  I  beseech  thee. 

Bertrud 

Thou  so  moved 
Poor  Freya  ?    God !  dost  think  I  feel  so  little 
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That  vengeance  could  console  me  ? — He  and  I 

Like  the  little  leaves  which  Autumn  tears  are  driven 

On  a  strong  w^ind  that  blows  us  opposite  ways ; 

I  only  know  we  are  separate  for  ever. 

At  first  my  pride  was  hurt  and  spoke  loud  words ; 

Then  my  heart  wept.     Now  all  is  silence.     All 

Is  silence.     I  have  fallen  from  a  great  height ; 

I  dare  not  move.     Safe  in  the  sheltering  grass 

Rests  my  bruised  body.    Thus  I  shall  remain 

For  many  years,  with  the  low  buzzing  of  flies 

In  my  ears  and  the  call  of  distant  water 

And  the  wind's  feet  in  the  meadows — no  more  rumour 

Than  this  to  trouble  me. 

Freya 

I  do  repent, 
Seeing  a  woman  great-hearted  as  thou  art 
So  humble. 

Bertrud 

Ah !  those  far  unclouded  heights 
Where  lately  I  wandered.  Do  I  not  deserve 
My  punishment,  who  was  so  proud  that  God 
Must   have  smiled   beholding   me.     But    the   loud 

world 
Dazed  me  and  bewildered.     I  would  not  stoop 
Where  love  is  clutched  at  by  a  thousand  hands — 
I  scorned  those  welcoming  fires  which  men  who  are 

wise 
Light  for  a  little  comfort.     I  was  most  wrong. 
Now  am  I  hurled  down  from  those   mountainous 

places 
And  shall  not  climb  again.     I  am  weary. 
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Freya 

Queen, 
If  thou  art  broken  I  am  still  whole.     If  thou 
Art  dead,  I  live  yet.     I  can  hate  and  love 
Keenly  as  ever,  and  if  thou  wilt  endure, 
I  '11  not  endure  this. 

Bertrud 

What  wilt  thou  do,  poor  fool  ? 
Though  thou  shouldst  sweep  thine  anger  like  a  scythe 
Through  the  ranks  of  those  who  wrong  me,  canst  thou 

reach 
The  inviolable  powers  which  breathe  through  them  ? 
Wilt  thou  bind  love — turn  treachery  to  kindness — 
Falsehood  to  truth — hold  passion  in  a  leash? — 
Do  this  and  change  the  world :     I   shall  commend 

thee; 
Else  art  thou  no  more  than  a  petulant  child 
Who  shoots  at  shadows  in  a  forest. 

Freya 

God! 
Can  one  not  bring  the  colour  to  thy  cheek  ? — 
Art  thou   not  shamed — shamed— shamed ! — Must  I 

reiterate 
Thy  wrongs  like  a  warning  bell  to  wake  thee  who  liest 
So  indifferently  asleep.?     Thou  art   much   less   than 

Queen — 
Art  thou  less  than  woman  ? 

Bertrud 

Yea,  truly  so  much  less 
I  care  not,  though  I  know  in  some  few  months 
My  face  shall  grow  the  likeness  of  my  soul. 
And  thou  even  shalt  shrink  from  it. 
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Freya 

Thou,  most  fit 
To  be  the  acclaimed  sovereign  of  the  world. 
Done  to  death  by  a  few  crawling  things  ; 
As  though  a  wounded  deer  having  fallen  low 
Should  be  stung  by  adders ! 

Bertrud 

Sovereign  of  the  world 
I ! — Never,  Freya,  never  did  I  yearn 
For  aught  so  desolate.     Yet  ambitiously 
I  longed — yea,  with  my  whole  life's  fervour  longed — 
For  a  sweet  absolute  sway  over  one  heart ; 
And  that  we  twain  should  move  where  the  grave  hills 
Call  to  each  other — happy,  since  so  high 
We  were,  but  never  lonely  as  men  are 
Down  in  the  populous  valley. 

Freya 

Foolish !  no  man 
Can  climb  thus,  nor  is  it  wise  to  hold  one's  head 
As  though  one  were  a  god,  since,  being  human, 
This  is  almost  blasphemy. 

Bertrud  ^ 

Foolish  indeed,  but  dreams 
Are  the  damnation  of  many.     I  '11  dream  no  more ; 
Yet  all  my  life  was  ready,  for  his  sake 
Prepared, — a  chamber,  which  each  day  swept  clean. 
Not  all  unworthy  for  a  king  to  dwell  in ; 
And  I  so  eager  to  accept  all — learn 
Life  to  the  full !     Could  he  but  once  have  lifted 
The  veil  that  hid  me,  since  he  has  not  seen 
Once  my  soul's  eyes  nor  the  flame  hid  in  them ! 
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Yet  how  could  I — so  wholly  unawakened, 
Finding  no  willing  arms  to  fold  me  in, 
Bewildered  and  abashed  with  dreams — do  aught 
Than  shrink  before  the  vacancy  of  his  eyes, 
In  that  chill  moment  when  I  saw  his  face 
First,  and  throughout  the  chillier  after  days. 
Ah!  but  I  complain  not,  think  not  that: 
How  otherwise  might  it  be  ?     He  loving  me  not 
Made  me  less  serviceable  to  him,  but  I 
Have  never  hoped  so  desperately  that  hope 
Destroyed  can  leave  me  broken.     So  let  it  be. 
He  has  passed  infinitely  out  of  reach. 
Time  shall  not  bring  us  face  to  face  again. 

Freya 

Would  God  that  I  might  see  thee  with  a  sword 
Within  thy  hand !    Would  God  I  might  see  thee  thus ! 
And  scattering  thy  good  anger  like  sparks  about  thee — 
That  were  joy  indeed ! 

Bertrud 

Hush !     Speak  not  so  loud, 
I  have  passed  into  a  quiet  place  of  silence. 
Where  all  the  passions  speak  with  muffled  voices, 
And  tread  on  tip-toe. 

Freya 
Ah  me ! 

Bertrud 

God !  how  my  head  aches — 
Let  us  think  of  gentle  things.     I  know  an  island 
Where  scarcely  Winter  may  disturb  the  roses. 
Tender  it  is  with  grass  and  sheltering  fern : 
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The  sea  is  never  rough  there,  but  scarce  dare 
Send  more  than  little  breaths  of  scattered  foam 
Against  it,  even  in  wrath,  loth  to  disturb 
The  soft  peace  of  that  solitude.     'Tis  there 
That  I  will  live. 

Freya 
But  what  hast  thou  to  do 
With  roses  and  quiet  slumber  in  still  places  ? 
This  is  some  clammy  shadow  of  death  which  haunts 

thee. 
And  has  plucked  the  plumes  from  thy  souFs  pinions. 

Yet 
Till  thou  art  dead  indeed,  I'll  not  believe 
Such  tame  speech. 

Bertrud 

Alas !  then ;  for  thy  passion 
And  the  green  woods  will  not  agree,  so  I 
Must  go  lonely  among  them.     Thou  wilt  scorch  the 

grass 
Where  thy  foot  presses,  and  turn  the  moss  to  ashes ; 
Thy  wrath  will  silence  the  sweet  song  of  the  birds. 
We  must  bid  farewell  then. 

Freya 

Never  that,  Queen  Bertrud; 
To  whatsoever  forlorn  lost  land  thou  goest. 
Thither  will  I  go.    Choose  as  thou  wilt,  I  follow. 
Thou  art  greater  than  I,  and  if  thou  wilt  be  calm — 
Calmness  is  best :  and  if  thou  wilt  be  angry — 
That  too  is  wisdom.    Behold  me  at  thy  feet, 
Thy  handmaid. 

Bertrud 
Yet  thou  art  young,  sweet  friend, 
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And  not  for  thee  are  the  unvisited  woods 
And  humble  ways  of  silence.     It  is  not  meet 
That  I  murder  thy  youth  thus.     Alone  I  '11  go 
Among  those  fortunate  solitudes.     When  I  smile 
'Twill  be  because  a  thought  of  thee  has  strayed 
Into  my  heart  like  sunlight. 

Freya 

Queen,  my  youth 
Is  grey-haired  already.    Queen,  I  '11  follow  thee. 
The  dagger's  reason  shall  subdue  my  will. 
But  nought  else  that  I  know  of. 

Bertrud 

How  true  thou  art ! 
Why  should  one  heart  hold  so  much  truth,  whilst  others 
Know  scarce  its  shadow  ? 

Freya 

But  if  we  go — then  speedily 
Let  us  change  this  tainted  air  for  the  cool  woods ; 
Let  us  make  haste;  the  moments  sting  me  like  flies; 
I  fear  them  sorely,  and  the  numerous  crowd 
Of  harlots  who  dwell   here  with   their   besmirched 

lovers : — 
Each  room  is  hot  with  wicked  secrets. 

Bertrud 

One 
Day's  journey — then  all  this  will  be  a  thing 
As  passed  as  last  year's  sickness  !    We  are  dead, 
Freya,  and  this  is  the  resurrection. 
The  roses  will  be  in  full  bloom  now — Come, 
Before  another  rose  has  time  to  fade.  \^ hey  go  out. 
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SCENE  III 

Some  months  later 

Gerta's  Chamber.     She  lies  on  a  couch  delirious.     The 
Physician  and  B  rah  en  watch  beside  her. 


The  Physician 
She  has  slept  three  hours  now. 

Brahen 

God !    Will  the  terror 
Seize  her  when  she  wakes  ? 

The  Physician 

Let  her  eyes  open 
On  your  face.    Bend  over  her,  she  stirs ;  be  careful 
You  smile  when  you  gaze  on  her. 

Gerta  {opens  her  eyes.,  sees  Brahen, 
and  starts  back  with  a  cry) 
Ah! 
\She  makes  a  movement  with  her  hands. 
I  will  not  see  you — 
'Twas  for  you  I  did  it ! 

Brahen 

She  knows  me  not ! 

Gerta 

Unkind, 
Unkind  are  you !    She  gazes  at  me  still ; 
I  am  so  weak — you  should  have  kept  her  from  me — 
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You  could  surely  have  done  that.     Her  eyes  are  wide 
And  aching  because  she  has  not  wept.    I  ask  you, 
Is  this  a  proper  sight  for  a  sick  woman  ? 
You  should  have  stabbed  her  ere  she  came  to  me. 
Would  I  had  done  so  ! 

Brahen 

God  keep  her  from  madness ! 

Gerta 

Would  I  had  poisoned  her — 'twould  have  been  more 

honest ! 
At  least  if  she  would  kill  me ! — I  know  well 
I  deserve  no  mercy  from  her — but  to  sit 
With  her  eyes  eternally  fixed  upon  me  thus ; 
That  surely  is  too  cruel !    Brahen,  Brahen, 
Why  do  you  not  drive  her  from  me  ?     She  will  go 
At  your  desire — you  know  full  well  she  loves  you. 
You  will  tell  her  that  if  she  lets  me  sleep  a  little, 
When  I  wake  she  may  trample  me  in  the  dust — 
I  will  be  her  slave  for  ever,  I  will  make 
Full  reparation ! 

Brahen 

These  words,  these  words. 
How  may  one  silence  them  ! 

The  Physician 

Have  patience. 

Gerta 

Think— 
She  must  have  suffered  so  much,  all  this  long  time. 
Her  heart  is  bleeding  drop  by  drop !    They  say 
The  blood  of  slain  men  calls  to  heaven  for  vengeance, 
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But  the  blood  of  the  living,  when  a  heart  is  torn 

Ruthlessly  and  wounded  by  another, 

Cries  aloud  in  every  drop,  with  a  small  voice 

So  pitiful  and  tormented  that  God  weeps 

At  last ;  and  then — ah  !  woe  on  him  whose  sin 

Has  caused  God's  tears.    Woe  upon  me  ! — Brahen, 

Why  did  you  believe  my  words  ?     I  hate  you  for  it ! 

You  should  have  struck  me  on  the  mouth.    You  should 

Have  struck  me  dumb  for  ever.    Am  I  not 

Flesh,  spirit,  heart,  one  lie  incarnate ! 

Brahen 

This 
Cannot  be  borne ! 

Gerta 

But  there  's  no  hope.    Brahen, 
Stand  at  least  'twixt  her  and  me ;  she  hates  me — 
Or  has  she  come  to  nurse  me,  out  of  love? 
She  was  a  strange  woman,  now  I  think  of  it, 
Who  smiled  where  I  should  stab.    If  that  is  so. 
Tell  her  this  is  not  kindness — bid  her  pardon  me 
If  she  can,  and  then  depart. 

Brahen 

There  is  none  here ; 
Sleep,  Gerta. 

Gerta 

Tell  her  it  was  your  doing 
Mostly — because  of  the  mad  love  you  lit 
In  my  heart.     Few  would  have  acted  otherwise. 
Tell  her,  of  all  women  living,  save  herself. 
But  then  she  is  not  human — though  she  loves  you 
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She  is  a  cold  creature,  strange  as  the  moon. 
How  may  she  guess  then  ? — Give  me  your  hand. 

Brahen 

Gerta ! 
Gerta 
I  too  need  comfort  sorely. 

[^A  long  pause.  The  Physician  gives  her  a  sooth- 
ing drink.  She  grows  calmer^  then  speaks  in 
a  low  voice. 

The  Physician 

For  a  while 
The  fever  has  left  her. 

[Gerta  suddenly  starts  up  again  and  looks  round. 

Gerta 

Where  is  she  ? 

Brahen 

There  is  none  here 
Save  I  and  the  Physician. 

Gerta 

Have  I  been  dreaming  ? 
But  I  cannot  dream  like  that  again.     Brahen, 
I  have  been  skilfully  tortured  by  a  fiend.     Brahen, 
Save  me  from  the  fiends.     Go  to  her  now  and  say 
If  I  die  unforgiven,  I  am  doomed 
To  a  worse  torment  than  she  would  wish  for  me : — 
I  will  see  her  face  to  face. 

Brahen 

She  is  still  raving. 

Gerta 
Who  is  that  other  ? — the  Physician  ?     Tell  him 
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To  leave  us  together.     My  brain  is  clear.     See  now, 
I  know  I  have  been  ill — you  are  my  husband — 
It  should  be  midday  by  the  height  of  the  sun — 
I  remember  all  things — I  may  die  ere  night — 
I  have  a  burning  thing  to  say,  and  pray 
That  we  be  left  alone. 

The  Physician 

I  go ;  my  lord, 
I  stay  within  call.  [^He  leaves  the  room. 

Gerta 

Go  to  her  now,  Brahen, 
And  cast  thyself  low  at  her  feet,  and  say 
That  I  who  overthrew  her  am  overthrown, 
That  the  thought  of  her  is  like  improbable  fire 
Drawn  from  the  angriest  hell — that  I  am  broken, 
That  I  must  die. 

Brahen 
Thou  shalt  not  die ! 

Gerta 

Unless 
She  bring  me  her  forgiveness. 

Brahen 

For  what,  Gerta, 
I  understand  not  anything — for  what 
Desirest  thou  forgiveness  ? 

Gerta 

Ah !  cruel,  cruel. 
To  stand  thus  hesitating !     Would  I  could  drag 
My  body  on  the  high  road  and  crouch  before  her, 
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So  should  she  quench  this  anguish — I  cannot  rest. 
Must  I  die  in  a  fever  ? 

Brahen 

God !    What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gerta 
Well,  let  me  shout  it  then — let  the  cold  stars 
Hear  and  rain  fire  on  me.     Let  the  sweet  air 
Suffocate  me,  and  thou  even  shrink  a  little 
From  the  contagion  that  I  am.     For  think. 
She  was  wholly  innocent — I  did  this  thing, 
For  the  sake  of  some  unknown  impossible  joy 
Which  has  not  yet  come  to  me.     Ay,  tell  her  this — 
Your  love  has  been  like  a  mill-stone  round  my  neck ; 
Tell  her  I  am  crushed  by  it — that  I  remember 
Her  day  and  night ! 

Brahen 

She  was  innocent ! 
Gerta 

But  why 
Dost  thou  stare  so }    Ay,  she  was  innocent — 
And  those  twain,  the  minstrel  and  his  servant. 
Were  mine,  and  did  my  will,  and  I  did  all 
Because  I  loved  you. 

Brahen 

Thou  didst  this  thing ! 

Gerta 

Dost  doubt  it? 

Brahen 
The  earth  is  a  black  coal,  the  sun  a  fen-fire. 
Or  the  blind  eye  of  a  devil :  the  moon  a  plague-spot : 
The  forests  shake  with  palsy :  there  is  no  God ! 
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A  thick  veil  hid  the  merciless  truth  from  me — 
Why  hast  thou  torn  it  thus  asunder  ? 

Gerta 

Peace ! 
What  do  I  care  how  the  world  looks  to  thee ! 
Am  I  not  going  to  die  ?     She  must  forgive  me. 
See,  I  shall  live  until  she  comes  again. 
Go — go — go — go.     Ah !  see  her  face,  her  face 
Before  me  once  more.     Ah !  save  me  from  her— save 

me; 
She  devours  me  with  her  eyes.     I  did  not  know 
I  had  bound  flame  about  her  brows  and  tortured 
Slowly  each  separate  nerve.     How  still  she  stands, 
Gathering  her  strength  to  curse  me !    When  it  falls. 
That  curse — Oh !  but  I  cannot  bear  it.     Save  me — 
Let  her  not  curse  me.  [The  Physician  enters. 

Brahen 

Will  she  live  ? 

The  Physician 

She  has 
Some  ungratified  wish  which  keeps  the  fever  on  her. 
Calm  her  and  she  may  live. 

Brahen 

Can  she  endure 
One  day  ? 

The  Physician 
It  may  be. 

Brahen  (He  speaks  in  dazed  tones, 
like  one  in  a  dream) 

Then  I  must  go. 
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At  once — at  once ;  I  will  not  have  her  die — 
Not  unforgiven  at  least.    Physician,  tell  her 
When  she  is  conscious  again,  that  I  have  gone 
To  bring  her  her  desire.    Yet  God  being  dead, 
How  shall  this  chance  ?     I  shall  be  here  again 
To-morrow  night  at  sunset. 

Gerta  (starting  up) 

Oh !  save  me  from  her — save  me ! 
She  is  bending  to  kiss  me.  [Brahen  goes  out. 
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SCENE  IV 

A  Valley  in  a  thickly  wooded  Island.  It  is  morning  in 
early  autumn,  and  a  thin  golden  haze  spreads  over 
everything.     Freya  and  Bertrud. 


Freya 
To-day  will  end  in  rain. 

Bertrud 

Autumn  begins ; 
There  was  a  frost  last  night.     How  many  roses 
Has  it  nipped,  I  wonder  ? 

Freya 

Winter  should  tread 
Very  gently  here,  I  think,  for  the  kind  hills 
Fold  us  round  as  in  a  nest.    We  shall  have  days 
Shivering  and  white  and  golden.     To-day,  even, 
'Tis  rather  the  scent  of  daffodils  I  feel 
Borne  on  the  quiet  air  than  any  rumour 
Or  perfume  of  dead  leaves.     Does  the  sun  shine 
So  brightly  save  in  Spring  ?     Never  the  sea 
Sparkled  in  Autumn  thus. 

Bertrud 

Your  face  turns  ever 
Towards  summer  gardens.    The  glare  hurts  me  so  I 
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Look  always  down  a  grey  road  where  half  seen 
Rise  phantom  trees  through  the  pale  Autumn  mist, 
And  the  blue  creeping  smoke  from  cottage  chimneys 
Or  heaps  of  smouldering  weeds,  heavily  rises. 
And  if  one  must  have  flowers — chrysanthemums 
With  their  faint  acrid  smell. 

Freya 

O  creeping  mists 
Tarnishing  the  dear  Summer,  how  I  hate  you ! 
Have  I  taken  enough  Summer  into  my  blood 
To  last  me  through  the  Winter  ?    I  have  drunk 
Each  day  as  it  were  a  goblet  of  sweet  wine. 
What  shall  we  do  through  the  long  Winter,  Queen, 
Among  the  black  frosts  and  half-melted  snows, 
Dead  grass  and  lifeless  trees  ? 

Bertrud 

Why,  sweetest  heart, 
Thou  shalt  sing,  and  I  shall  listen,  and  we'll  play 
So  well  at  being  happy,  we  shall  laugh 
At  last  in  earnest.    Yet  alas !  poor  Summer, 
Thou  fragrant  thing  so  made  for  flowers  and  sunlight. 
Am  I  not  as  the  creeping  mist  about  thee  ? 
I  forget  thou  couldst  be  happy,  did  I  not  cling 
About  thy  neck  half  strangling  thee.     See  now, 
I  open  my  hand,  thou  prisoned  butterfly! 
Speed  forth — I  shall  be  sad,  yet  scarce  more  sad 
Than  now  when  I  smile  at  thee. 

Freya 

Ah!  no. 
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Bertrud 
Thou  wouldst  not  leave  me  ? 

Freya 

When 
I  think  of  it,  I  do  not  even  tremble ; 
It  touches  me  not,  for  this  could  never  chance, 
Not  in  dreams  even. 

Bertrud 

Thou  art  wrorth  the  world : 
I  *d  rather  have  thee  than  be  happy. 

Freya 

Queen, 
There  is  a  sail  on  the  sea. 

Bertrud 

A  purple  sail — 
Some  king's  son  goes  a-sailing. 

Freya 

I  '11  sing  a  song  of  him- 

A  king's  son  went  a-sailing, 
And  he  sailed  on  the  high  seas ; 

Because  of  his  heart's  sorrow 
On  land  he  found  no  ease. 

His  griefs  they  turned  to  gulls 

And  followed  after  him ; 
At  suYirise  they  were  there, 

And  when  the  light  waxed  dim. 
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And  evermore  they  followed. 

Clamouring  for  meat. 
'Oh !  the  best  white  bread  we'll  give  them. 

And  golden  grain  to  eat.' 

'Oh,  no !  we'll  not  have  bread. 

Nor  the  golden  meal  so  good. 
But  the  heart  out  of  your  breast ; 

Give  us  your  heart  for  food.' 

'Now  come  then,  my  archers, 

Shoot  ye  these  birds  for  me.' 
But  every  bolt  those  archers  shot 

Fell  harmless  in  the  sea. 

Oh !  the  gulls  they  fluttered  round 

With  a  loud  cry  for  food ; 
And  every  cry  those  gulls  gave  forth 

The  king's  son  understood. 

And  every  cry  those  gulls  gave  forth. 
Was  the  crying  of  his  sorrow : 

'Oh!  if  you  stop  not  the  gulls'  crying 
I  shall  be  dead  to-morrow.' 

They've  cast  their  nets  before  them. 
They've  cast  their  nets  behind — 

They  might  as  well  have  snared  the  waves 
Or  the  wild  blowing  wind ! 

'Why  then,  if  such  must  chance, 

Give  a  sharp  knife  to  me : ' — 
The  king's  son  has  cut  out  his  heart 

And  cast  it  in  the  sea. 
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All  the  gulls  swept  down, 

The  gulls  both  great  and  small ; 

And  ere  the  sun  had  set. 
Was  no  heart  left  at  all. 

A  king's  son  goes  a-sailing, 

And  he  laughs  in  a  gay  mood : — 

'Oh !  there's  good  luck  in  my  sailing, 
Since  my  heart  was  the  gulls'  food.' 

Bertrud 

O  fortunate  king  ! — 
No  birds  would  eat  my  heart ;  it  has  grown  too  bitter. 
And  most  like  a  grey  stone.     If  you  should  plant 
A  seed  there,  'twould  not  grow.     And  yet  to  think 
This  withered  thing  held  love  enough  to  fill 
All  the  empty  hearts  of  the  world — had  one  man  chosen 
Who  would  not.    Oh !  the  weight  of  that  nothingness, 
Which  is  all  my  heart  is  now — a  hollow  star 
God's  breath  has  forgotten,  which  should  have  been  a 

world, 
And  is  essential  darkness. 

Freya 

Nay,  I  am  sure 
Your  heart  is  a  vineyard.     Wait  till  the  late  harvest ; 
You  '11  press  from  it  wine  sweeter  than  any  other 
That  man  has  tasted  yet.    Strong  wine — clean  wine ! 
All  your  sorrows  shall  be  excellent  in  the  drinking. 
And  many  a  sick  man  shall  regain  his  health 
From  that  large  vintage. 

Bertrud 

I  '11  not  speak  of  it : — 
Here  is  repose,  and  this  most  healing  silence 
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Wrapped  close  about  me  like  a  mantle  of  sleep ; 
Welljlhave  slept  here.  'Tismuch.  Doesthe King  sleep? 
He  must  think  of  me  sometimes.    And  she  ?     I  marvel 
How  I  look  in  dreams.    Think,  if  she  suddenly  sprang 
Awake  and  babbled  out  the  truth,  because 
My  face  stared  out  at  her  !     Would  the  King  listen, 
Or  turn  on  his  side  so  that  he  might  not  hear  ? 
For — since  he  is  honourable — if  he  understood 
He'd  have  to  seek  me  out  and  make  reparation, 
And  that  undoubtedly  would  be  an  end 
Disastrous  to  a  love  tale. 

Freya 

But  not  a  word 
Will  I  hear  of  either !     Purple  sail,  how  far 
Will  you  sail  to-night  ?     Do  not  the  sea-birds  envy 
Your  wings  which  never  weary ! 

Bertrud 

You  are  wise ; 
I  will  not  people  this  place  with  words  like  ghosts. 
And  yet — O  Freya !  to-day,  I  cannot  hide  it — 
I  am  unhappy.     Slight  word  which  conceals 
All  the  unknown  torments  and  fierce  gulfs  of  hell 
In  every  letter. 

Freya 

Let  grief  have  its  way  then, 
I  '11  be  silent ;  cast  thy  woes  into  my  heart 
As  children  stones  into  the  sea. 

Bertrud 

Ah,  well. 
If  I  could  rid  me  of  them  thus ! 
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Freya 

Who  knows  ? — 
God  works  many  miracles. 

Bertrud 

And  yet — I  thought 
I  was  not  so  helpless.     Freya,  is  it  not  best 
To  learn  their  arts  from  harlots  ?    Men  would  love  us 
Then.    Are  we  not  fools  who  live  of  value 
To  our  own  selves  and  to  none  other  ?    Love 
Is  naked  and  needs  warmth.     Why  should  he  search 
Austere  grey  hills  for  some  inviolate  flame, 
When  there  are  paths,  easy  and  green,  to  guide  him 
To  gardens  where  no  lack  is  of  anything — 
Where  he  need  never  shiver  ? 

Freya 

Coloured  flies 
Tempt  in  the  sunlight  but  die  down  in  Winter  ; 
'Tis  the  flies  life.    I  *d  not  be  such  a  woman — 
There 's  no  man  worth  it. 

Bertrud 

Nay,  but  to  be  proud 
Is  the  climax  of  all  evil ;  there  is  none 
May  live  on  moonlight.     I  have  seen  a  king. 
So  proud  he'd  speak  with  none  save  God,  who  saw 
A  beggar-woman  pass — loved  her,  and  after. 
Because  she'd  not  be  queen,  became  a  beggar 
Himself,  and  followed  her  from  town  to  town 
And  lived  the  happier. 

Freya 

Would  you  do  so  ? 
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Why,  yes ; 


See,  the  ship 


Bertrud 

And  so  would  all  wise  women. 

Freya 

Sails  into  harbour ! 

Bertrud 

Strange ! 

Freya 

They  have  come  from  far 
It  may  be,  and  have  need  of  food. 

Bertrud 

Why,  yes ; 
They  will  not  trouble  us  long. 

Freya 

What  thoughtless  wind 
Drove  them  towards  us !    You  and  I  have  grown 
So  much  the  world,  we  shall  be  almost  jealous 
To  find  that  others  live ;  for  the  great  earth 
Has  shrivelled  in  my  memory  to  a  dream 
Of  our  uneasy  slumbers. 

Bertrud 

I  will  not  see  them : 
They  will  bring  with  them  a  rumour  of  things  I  love 

not. 
They  are  maybe  merchants — go  you  and  buy  from 

them, 
'Twill  make  you  smile  a  little. 
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Freya 

Well,  I  will  go. 

[^She  goes  out  singing.     Bertrud  sits  gazing  out  to 

sea.    She  hears  foots tepSy  and  looking  round 

sees   Brahen.     She  rises  and  stands  quite 

motionless.     There  is  a  long  silence.     Then 

\ Bertrud  speaks. 

Bertrud 
Why  have  you  come  ? 

Brahen 
There  are  no  words — have  pity ; 
I  am  dumb. 

Bertrud  i^oery  slowly) 

Ah !  you  have  come 
To  make  reparation. 

\T'bey  are  silent. 

How  did  it  chance  ? 
Did  her  conscience  prick  her  and  call  on  you  to  relieve 

it? 
But  you  should  have  waited,  for  such  pains  are  healed 
More  readily  than  the  headache.  Was  it  worthwhile — 
I  am  so  deeply  buried  here — to  drag  me 
Up  once  again  in  the  hot  glare  of  the  sun 
Merely  to  comfort  her  ?    I  've  pardoned  you  the  rest ; 
I  cannot  pardon  this. 

Brahen 
You  at  our  hands 
Have  suffered  so  that  I  shall  grope  my  way 
In  darkness  for  ever  after.     Do  I  not  know 
It  is  beyond  pardon  ?    I  will  not  waste 
Words  asking  pardon  therefore.     I  am  broken 
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As  it  were  glass  'neath  the  hard  blow  of  a  hammer. 
But  say  one  word  of  pardon,  for  she  dies — 
Is  dead  even  now  perchance. 

Bertrud 

Your  mistress  dying — 
And  I  must  save  her  ? 

Brahen 

The  whole  world  shall  hear 
How  we  have  wronged  thee  and  thy  mercy. 

Bertrud 

I 
To  bring  her  sleep  !     Why,  good ! 

Brahen 

Thou  hast  a  great  heart. 

Bertrud 

See,  now,  I  must  bring  the  colour  to  her  cheeks 
And  make  her  lips  sweet  for  your  kisses !     Mine 
Were  never  red,  but  the  little  colour  they  had 
She  has  robbed  me  of. 

Brahen 

Dost  thou  mock  ? 

Bertrud 

Ay- 

Poor  lady!     Is  her  hair  still  like  the  shadow 

Of  an  autumn  wood  flecked  with  sunlight  ?    'Twere  a 

To  give  such  magic  coils  to  the  bleak  silence 

Of  the  grave,  where  no  man  shall  caress  her  beauty. 

I  can  save  her  by  a  word  or  I  can  plunge 
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Her,  can  I  not,  like  a  torch  in  fathomless  waters  ? — 
You  could  scarce  blame  me. 

Brahen 

Save  her,  and  all 
Thy  desire  henceforth  shall  be  given  thee.    I  cannot 
Speak — thou  knowest. 

Bertrud 

All  my  desire  ?    But  thou. 
How  canst  thou  give  me  my  desire  ?  \i 

Brahen 

I  will 
Search  out  the  world  to  gratify  it.     Heap 
All  glories  and  all  splendour  round  thy  head. 
And  thou  shalt  go  magnificent  as  the  sun. 
And  the  whole  world  shall  see  thee  and  honour  thee. 

Bertrud 
So  this  is  my  desire  ?    Dost  think  I  suffered 
Principally  from  this,  that  my  Queen's  raiment 
Was  torn  from  me  and  I  was  made  a  beggar  ? — 

Brahen 
All,  all  shall  be  thine  again.     An  hundred  times 
More  royal — all  that  thou  wilt. 

Bertrud 

So  I  am  sad 
And  my  joy  gone  from  me,  because  my  path 
Is  strewn  with  no  sweet  blossoms  but  a  sharp  carpet 
Of  thorns — since  I  miss  music  from  my  days. 
Men's  praise  in  my  ears  ? 

Brahen 

Are  we  not  sevenfold  shamed ! 
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Bertrud 

Because  I  feast  no  longer  I  am  desolate  ? — 
Because  there  are  none  to  sing  to  me,  nor  aught 
Which  is  found  in  a  Queen's  chamber ! 

Brahen 

What  more  is  there  ? 
All  shall  be  given  thee. 

Bertrud 

What  more  ? — have  I  no  heart, 
No  heart  then  ? 

Brahen 

Yea,  thou  hast  a  heart. 
For  thou  wilt  save  her. 

Bertrud 
Fool! 


Brahen 


What  meanest  thou  ? 


Bertrud 

Once  I  called  thee  blind  for  deeming  justice 
Urged  thee  to  smite  when  it  was  a  woman 
Who  smiled  sweetly  and  had  hair  like  twilight. 
And  the  love  of  her  compelled  thee. 

Brahen 

It  was  not  so. 

Bertrud 

Ay,  ay; 
Thou  art  good  and  foolish,  and  wouldst  fain  do  right — 
Say,  dost  love  her  still  ? 
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Brahen 
I  love  her. 

Bertrud 

So  men  can  love ; 
That  is  nevsrs  to  me — and  yet  she  merits  death. 
Thou  wilt  confess  this  ? 

Brahen 
Truly. 

Bertrud 

Yet  I  must  save  her  ? 
Is  there  not  food  for  laughter  here  ? 

Brahen 

Thy  pity 
Is  all  I  ask.     God,  w^hom  we  hourly  wrong. 
Is  yet  most  pitiful. 

Bertrud 

Thou  hast  much  faith. 

Brahen 

Hie 
Utterly  in  thy  hands.     Crush  her ;  at  once 
I  perish  also.    Were^he  thrice  as  wicked 
I  still  must  love  her.    Wilt  thou  crush  us  ? 

Bertrud 

Nay — 
I  ever  hated  easy  paths.       I  will  not 
Only 

Brahen 

I  kneel  to  thee. 
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Bertrud 

Not  yet.     I  cannot 
Do  this  without  some  recompense,  because 
I  am  not  generous  now ;  never  think  that. 
I  have  grown  rasped  and  bitter ;  I  have  seen 
My  youth  suddenly  smitten  with  a  palsy ; 
I  have  drunk  unmerited  gall ;  I  have  been  flung 
Like  a  soiled  garment  for  the  crowd  to  tear. 
Such  sufferings  make  some  women  saints,  and  others 
Like  timber  washed  ashore,  which  the  salt  wave 
And  the  sun  have  rotted. 

Brahen 

Whate'er  thou  askest. 

Bertrud 

Good; 
Thou  art  a  brave  king.    Yet  I  have  grown  greedy, 
And  my  demands  may  leave  thee  starving.    Think 
Whether  after  all  it  were  not  best  to  leave  me 
Here  like  a  rose  fading  upon  an  ash-heap. 
And  trust  that,  after  all  the  fever  cured, 
Her  qualms  may  pass  likewise  ?   A  sick  girl's  conscience 
Is  like  a  man  has  lost  his  skin,  but  soon 
With  health  the  skin's  renewed. 

Brahen 

Oh !  waste  no  time ; 
All  shall  be  as  thou  desirest.     I  do  beseech 
Thy  immediate  departure.    Thou  shalt  declare  thy  will 
When  the  sails  are  set. 

Bertrud 

Nay,  for  I  will  declare  it 
Beside  thy  mistress's  couch.     She  may  refuse 
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Since  I  rate  my  pardon  high.     Ah !  God  in  heaven ! 
How  thou  must  love  her.     I  dare  not  scorn  a  creature 
So  beloved  as  that.   Come,  come  then !   Thou  wilt  grant 
All  I  demand,  so  I  but  sail  with  thee 
Blindly  ?     'Tis  well.     I  sail  with  thee ;  but  ponder, 
I  am  pitiless  and  exacting,  and  without  mercy, 
Although  perchance  I  may  forgive,  and  think  {  [ 

By  your  promise  ye  are  at  my  mercy.     Will  you 
Not  repent .?    Will  you  not  sail  without  me  ? 

Brahen 

Ah! 
Come ;  what  care  I  for  aught  beside  ?    Come,  lest  she 

die. 
I  shall  go  mad ;  I  have  no  other  thought ; 
I  hear  not  what  thou  sayest. 

Bertrud 

So  be  it,  King, 
We'll  play  out  this  strange  comedy  to  the  end. 

[T^ey  go  out. 


SCENE  V 


Gerta's  Chamber  as  before.  She  lies  resting  on  one  elbow, 
her  eyesjixed  on  the  door.  The  Physician  sits  beside 
her.  Brahen  enters.  The  Physician  silently  leaves 
the  room.    Gerta  holds  out  her  arms. 


Gerta  {in  a  whisper) 
She  has  come  ? 

Brahen 

(bends  his  head  gravely  but  says  nothing) 

Gerta 

Ah,  God  in  heaven, — 
Thanks ! 

\She  sinks  back  as  though  exhausted.    Brahen 
still  keeps  silence. 

And  yet,  how  does  she  look  ?    Her  eyes, 
Are  they  like  sharp  annihilating  fires. 
Or  veiled  and  pitiful  ?    Pity  !  but  none 
Might  show  pity  to  me.    The  very  fiends 
Must  shudder  beholding  me — this  is  some  trap  : 
She  is  bringing  death.    She  does  not  come  to  pardon 
But  to  torment  me.    It  is  a  cruel  deed. 
Yet  well  deserved.    And  thou  ?    I  see.    Thou  speakest 
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No  word.    This  journey  has  wrecked  thee.    Though 

I  gain 
Her  pardon,  thou  hast  learned  meanwhile  to  hate  me. 
This  will  be  her  vengeance — she  will  come 
To  watch  thine  eyes  fall  on  my  face  with  loathing 
And  thy  lips  sound  my  name  as  though  they  tasted 

poison.  i 

'Tis  a  very  subtle  punishment. 

Brahen 

(turns  round  suddenly  and  fiercely) 

Would  God 
That  I  could  hate  thee  ! 

Gerta 

How  thou  hatest  me  not  ? 

Brahen 

Would  God  that  I  could  hate  thee,  and  not  feel 
My  soul  sucked  into  thine  and  all  its  evil 
Mine,  and  I  free  from  thee,  never  again. 

Gerta 

Then  if  thou  hatest  not  now,  thou  wilt  hate  anon. 
I  know — in  some  slight  pause  'twixt  speech  and  speech. 
Like  a  little  quivering  dart  ever  suspended — 
I  shall  feel  thy  hate  threatening  me.    But  now 
Kiss  me  whilst  thou  canst — once  Brahen,  once, 
Kindly,  without  reproach.    These  lips  are  penitent. 
As  though  for  years  they  had  expiated  sin. 
Once  Brahen. 

[Brahen  approaches  and  kisses  her^  still  silent. 
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Gerta 

I  am  satisfied. 

[yf  pause. 
I  think 
She  will  be  kind  too.    Now  bid  her  come. 

[Bertrud  enters.  She  advances  slowly^  and  stands 
by  the  side  of  the  couch  gazing  down  on 
Gerta.  She  smiles  a  little  coldly^  but  speaks 
gently. 

Bertrud 

You  see 
I  have  done  your  bidding  and  have  come  to  save  you. 

{There  is  a  pause.  Gerta  waits  impatiently  for 
the  Queeds  next  words.  Brahen  still  stands 
apart,  his  head  bowed. 

And  willingly  I  obey  you  ;  for  it  seems 

You  have  been  ill  of  late,  and  have  grown  sorry, 

And  are  plagued  so  grievously  with  dreams  you  cannot 

Sleep  soundly  any  more,  nay,  are  like  to  die ; 

And  it  is  not  well  to  die  thus,  unforgiven. 

Well,  well,  you  shall  not  die,  if  the  small  matter 

Of  my  forgiveness  may  persuade  you  to  live. 

There,  you  shall  sleep  to-night,  and  wake  to-morrow 

With  renewed  hunger  for  your  happiness. 

Which  something  untimely,  shall  we  say  your  conscience. 

Has  interrupted. 

[Gerta  sobs  wildly  and  hides  her  face.     At 
length  she  looks  miserably  at  Bertrud. 

Gerta 
But  from  your  heart  ? 
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Bertrud 
How  from  my  heart  ? 

Gerta 

Is  it  from  your  heart 
That  you  forgive  me  ? 

Bertrud 

Come,  you  are  troubled 
About  things  which  concern  you  not.     You  cared  no 

more 
Than  the  wind  cares  for  the  leaf  it  whirls  away 
For  my  heart  once.    Besides,  what  do  you  mean 
By  a  heart  ?     Some  hearts  are  in  the  breast 
Like  birds  in  a  cage,  which,  if  they  are  not  cared  for. 
Will  beat  themselves  to  death.     I  know  one  did  so. 
But  yours  is  otherwhere — on  your  lips  maybe 
When  you  desire  kisses,  or  a  toy 
To  play  at  catch-ball  with  your  lover ;  or 
Is  it  in  your  eyes,  and  is  it  for  this 
They  smart  sometimes  and  weep  as  now  ? 

Gerta 

Thou  mockest! 

Bertrud 

Mock  thee  ! — I  ?    Good  lack,  I  mock  thee  not ; 
I  speak  but  as  I  feel.    If  my  tongue  rasps, 
'Tis  that  my  soul  has  grown  untender.    Yet 
Believe  me,  I  most  surely  do  forgive  thee 
With  all  the  power  still  left  me  of  forgiveness. 
If  I  knew  words  of  comfort,  I  would  speak  them ; 
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I  know  none  soft  enough,  yet  I  bear  no  malice. 
I  could  see  thee  every  day,  and,  being  indifferent 
To  most  things,  smile  upon  thee  without  falseness. 
Art  satisfied  ? 

Gerta 

With  what  ? 

Bertrud 

But  now  sleep  sound 
And  dream  thyself  back  to  happiness.     'Twere  pity 
To  wear  down  thy  cheeks'  roundness,  tears  are  harsh ; 
Thy  face  was  never  meant  for  tears,  a  rose-leaf 
So  easily  crumpled ! 

Gerta 

What  brought  thee  here. 
Seeing  thou  dost  too  bitterly  despise  me 
Even  for  hate  ? 

Bertrud 

Why,  I  confess ; 
Since  I  Ve  outgrown  my  heart — 'twas  not  mere  kind- 
ness 
To  a  sick  enemy  dying  brought  me  hither. 

Gerta 
What  then  ? 

Bertrud 

I  scarcely  know.     I  had  a  mind. 
Perhaps,  to  see  how  far  thy  penitence  went. 
And  what   thou  deemst  the  worth  of  my  wronged 
honour. 
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Gerta 
Yes,  yes — 

Bertrud 
So  made  conditions  with  thy  husband,  which 
He  promised  blindly  to  fulfil :  'twas  foolish ; 
He  had  not  seen  thee;  I  fear  he'll  compromise 
By  necessity  his  word  again. 

Gerta 

Dost  think 
So  basely  of  us — that  I  would  not  tear 
Most  willingly  my  soul  in  shreds  before  thee 
To  obtain  thy  true  forgiveness  ? 

Bertrud 

It  may  be 
I  shall  demand  more  than  thy  soul. 

Brahen  [indigtiafitly) 

Andl— 
Did  I  not  pledge  my  word  thou  shouldst  have  all 
Thy  asking,  though  it  were  my  life  thou  askest .? 

Bertrud 
Oh  thy  word !     'Twould  hold  for  thee  alone : 
But  here 's  a  lady  may  deem  otherwise. 
Who  is  sick  and  must  be  humoured. 

Gerta 

I  oppose  thee 
Who  am  but  a  shadow,  all  things  broken  in  me — 
My  life,  my  pride,  all ! 

Bertrud 

I  seek  that  bitter 
Unflattering  thing  called  Justice,  with  no  heat — 
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Impersonally  as  for  another ;  ye 

May  send  me  back — I  have  no  power  to  force  ye — 

Empty-handed  as  I  came. 

Gerta 

I  only  ask 
That  all  thou  wishest,  without  stint  or  scruple, 
All  thy  desire  shall  be  granted ;  pause  no  longer 
Declaring  it :  thou  torturest  me. 

Bertrud 

All, 
All  my  desire  ?    Thy  words,  King !     Why,  how  ready 
Ye  are  to  grant  the  thing  I  value  most. 
To  lay  my  desire  before  me  with  both  hands ! 
You  must  have  guessed  already  what  it  is ; 
So  I  '11  ask  without  hesitation  the  one  thing 
Which  can  bring  me  joy. 

Gerta 

Speak,  speak ! 

Bertrud 

Yet  'twill  cost  you  somewhat. 
Since  'twill  mean  reparation — worse  than  that. 
Disgrace  and 

Gerta 
Ah !  what  will  she  say  ?  No  more — 
I  cannot  bear  it. 

Brahen 
Torment  her  not,  speak  quickly ! 

Bertrud 

How  pale  ye  are ! 
Yet  'tis  a  great  thing  I  must  ask  of  ye ; 
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Difficult  to  grant  for  one  whose  nurture 
Was  in  a  throne's  warm  shelter ;  difficult 
For  her  whose  shoulders  are  as  white  and  soft 
Almost  as  the  ermine  which  covers  them.    Ah !  well, 
I  do  not  wonder  that  ye  tremble. 

Brahen 

Speak ! 

Bertrud 

I  who  cared  little  once  for  throne  or  ermine, 
As  set  'gainst  weightier  things,  now  in  a  measure 
Crave  them ;  I  do  not  over  eagerly  long 
For  any  fruits  which  grow  on  the  tree  of  life 
And  with  their  painted  skins  deceive  men's  eyes : 
Yet  I  now  weary  of  solitude,  would  have  power ; 
I  would  have  a  kingdom  to  keep  clean  as  wives 
Take  pride  in  their  hearths'  brightness.     So,  King 

Brahen, 
I  do  demand  your  crown. 

Brahen 

My  crown ! 

Gerta  (aside) 


Oh !  God  is  good. 


No  more  than  that ! 


Bertrud 

Is  not  this  justice. 
That  you  who  made  me  a  beggar  should  restore 
The  thing  I  have  learnt  to  value,  with  some  sting 
Of  punishment  for  yourselves  ?     I  make  my  claim 
Deliberately,  and  without  personal  heat. 
As  for  another. 
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Brahen 
Why,  what  would  you? 

Bertrud   • 

This,  King, 
That  publicly  you  declare  how  great  a  wrong 
I  have  suffered ;  say  you  were  misled 
By  slander,  whose  the  tongue  which  gave  it  birth 
You  need  not  say ;  but  that  so  desperate 
Was  the  wrong  endured  by  me,  you  cannot  find 
Any  remedy  save  to  bestow  your  kingdom 
On  me ;  and  your  royal  honour. 

Brahen 

I  am  amazed ! 

Bertrud 

You  know 
How  fit  I  am  to  rule — how  I  am  Queen, 
By  evident  natural  gift,  none  has  denied  it. 
And  have  that  sensitive,  firm  and  iron  hand 
Which  can  feel  the  mouths  of  men  and  relaxes  not 
For  any  danger.    So  you  betray  no  trust, 
Abdicating  in  my  favour. 

Brahen 

T^is  you  demand  ? 

Bertrud 
And  more — though  I  Ve  forgiven  you,  cold  justice 
Requires  your  punishment.    I  will  you  depart, 
You  twain,  like  beggars  from  the  land. 

Gerta 
And  is  this  all  ?    Oh !  happiness ! 
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Bertrud 

You  are  glad  ? 

Gerta 

Why,  yes.    I  feared  you  would  demand  our  severance ! 
Is  it  only  a  crown  to  lay  aside  ?     Brahen — 
Think,  when  all  is  over  and  we  twain  beggars 
With  nought  to  come  between  us,  none  to  know 
Our  joy  if  we  starve  together! 

Bertrud 

You  will  face  this  ? — 
You  will  be  utterly  outcast,  yet  rejoice ! 

Gerta  {laughs) 

Oh  gladly !    Nay,  but  how  shall  I  explain — 
Unless  to  one  who  loves,  how  gladly !     Though 
My  sin  smarts  in  my  soul  like  salt  in  a  wound 
I  cannot  but  rejoice — yea,  tremblingly, 
That  so  much  happiness  should  remain  to  me, 
So  evil.    Strange,  I  fear ! 

Bertrud  (turning  to  Brahen) 
And  you  ? 

Brahen 

I,  too, 
I  love  her : — let  that  suffice. 

Bertrud  (changing  suddenly) 

Why — how  you  love ! 
I  had  not  dreamed  of  it ! 
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Gerta 

'Tis  all  I  am— 
Can  I  deny  myself? 

Bertrud 

So  love  can  turn 
Spilt  water  into  wine !    You  were  but  water — 
A  muddy  pool  upon  the  roadway.    Now 
What  light  is  this  as  of  the  risen  sun 
Reflected  in  you !    I  must  avert  my  eyes 
Lest  I  no  more  see  clearly.     I  am  dazzled — 
It  may  be  but  a  mirage !     I  am  dull, 
Having  grown  used  to  darkness. 

Gerta 

I  know  nothing. 
I  am  loved — I  ask  to  love.    All  that  I  was 
Resolves  itself  in  this.    I  am  not  vile, 
Nor  good,  nor  any  certain  thing  at  all. 
I  'am  a  lost  stream  in  a  fathomless  sea ; 
I  cannot  gain  or  lose.    I  shut  my  eyes ; 
The  great  waters  close  over  me  and  I  rejoice. 
Take  from  me  love ;  I  perish  in  that  instant — 
A  thing  that  has  not  been. 

Bertrud 

If  this  is  true 

Gerta 

True,  true,  there  is  no  truth  beside  it !     Think  you 

I  could  so  audaciously  unveil  my  soul 

Before  you  if  I  had  not  plunged  it  first 

Into  fire  which  leaves  it  with  no  personal  taint  ? 

My  soul  is  mine  no  longer ;  I  have  no  part, 
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No  portion  in  it — you  need  not  shrink  from  seeing ; 
It  is  no  more  polluted,  it  is  not  mine. 
Ah !  but  the  fire  was  fierce  enough  to  cleanse 
Me  even — doubt  it  not. 

Bertrud 

Believe  or  doubt ; 
I  know  not  which  to  do.    If  I  believe, 
I  must  at  once  fall  on  my  knees  and  worship 
The  god  who  has  suddenly  dawned  here  in  our  midst ; 
And  what  becomes  of  me  then,  and  my  pride? 
Yet  such  a  sorry  matter ;  so  involved 
With  treachery  and  lies,  remorse  and  hate, 
Can  it  end  thus — clothed  inexplicably 
In  the  white  light  and  dewy  flames  of  dawn  ? 
Has  Hell  at  some  great  angel's  passing  feet 
Changed  into  blossom ! 

Gerta 

Your  voice  grows  kind. 

Bertrud 

I  came 
To  test  your  love ;  asking  impossible  things 
Which  would  I  thought  crumble  it  back  again 
To  the  dust  from  which  I  deemed  it  sprung.   I  thought : 
'  I  will  shake  the  tree  and  watch  its  vaunted  fruit 
Roll  easily  to  the  ground,'  and  then  return 
With  a  new  bitter  laughter  on  my  lips.  ' 

Now,  if  this  thing  is  true  I  am  your  debtor. 
For  I  feel  tears  gathering  behind  my  eyelids. 
Such  as  I  have  not  known  for  a  long  while. 
Oh !  to  weep  thus  again ! 
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Gerta 

Ah !  then  at  last 
You  pardon. 

Bertrud 
What  sayest  thou  ? 

Gerta 

Your  voice  has  pardoned ; 
I  am  satisfied. 

Bertrud 

How,  you  are  thinking 
About  my  pardon  still  ?  But  manifestly 
That  belongs  to  earth.    You  call  me  back 
Abruptly  from  a  dream  I  was  in.    I  saw 
The  high  heavens  open  and  the  fiery  pinions 
Of  angels  and  archangels  with  their  drawn  swords. 
What  is  my  pardon  but  a  little  pebble 
Shining  in  a  desert !     Stoop  not  so  low — you  have 
The  stars  within  your  reach.    Why  should  you  turn 
From  God  to  me  ? 

Gerta 
You  are  nearer. 

Bertrud 

All 
Beside  your  love  has  grown  phantasmal — anger, 
Sorrow,  wrath,  justice — all  things.    I  forgave  you 
Long  ago.    That  superficial  net 
Of  nerves  and  medley  of  discordant  thoughts 
Which  overlays  the  soul,  and  first  vibrates 
When  life's  unskilful  fingers  play  upon  it. 
And  thrills  with  intricate  torment ;  this  forgave  not : 
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I  am  so  glad  to  tear  it  into  shreds ! 
Now  from  my  heart's  depths  sounds  a  small  wise  voice 
Which  has  been  long  dumb,  and  is  myself  speaking ; 
Hear  it,  'tis  sweet. 


Utterly  then  ? 


Brahen  (brokenly) 
And  you  forgive 


Bertrud 


But  'tis  for  you  to  pardon. 
I  let  my  spirit  wither.    Oh !  I  was  bitter 
Against  you  when  I  came,  and  would  have  hurt  you 
In  some  way,  though  I  did  not  guess  myself 
How  hard  I  was,  and  so  did  ask  your  crown. 
Ah !  but  imagine  it — I  crowned,  who  lack 
All  else ;  I  all  alone  upon  a  throne : 
I  all  alone  and  crowned  and  loveless :  Ah ! 
Perish  the  desolate  thought.    A  miracle ! — 
Behold  a  miracle !    Ye  who  broke  my  heart 
Have  restored  my  heart  to  life  again,  through  love 
In  which  I  have  no  part,  whose  garment's  hem 
I  have  not  even  touched — ye  who  snuffed  out 
Carelessly  my  spirit  like  a  candle. 

Gerta 

{seizes  her  hand^  kisses  it,  and  cries  supplicating) 

I  am  worthless,  vile — yet  punish  me  not  so  deeply 
As  to  go  hence  thus.    Think  you  I  can  be  happy 
There  as  Queen  upon  a  stolen  throne 
With  my  evil  ever  before  me ;  canst  thou  think  so  ? 
But  on  the  road,  a  beggar,  I  can  be  happy, 
With  his  love  and  your  forgiveness. 
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Brahen 

You  shall  be  Queen. 
Here  I  most  willingly  renounce  my  crown ; 
You  are  strong  and  we  are  weak,  for  the  land's  sake 
Receive  it  therefore  if  for  nought  besides. 

Bertrud  {smiling  a  little  sadly) 

Nay,  nay,  accept  your  punishment  and  still 

Be  King  and  Queen,  not  beggars.    'Twere  ill  done 

To  lay  so  sore  a  burden  on  me.    I 

Most  gladly  will  return  home,  where  more  soft 

Than  a  child's  breath  are  the  winds.   For  a  great  peace. 

Unparalleled  peace,  is  in  my  heart,  enough 

To  last  me  till  I  die.    Disturb  me  not. 

Since  peace,  the  heart's  peace,  is  a  timid  thing 

Frightened  even  by  kindness.    Farewell,  my  friends, 

I  am  your  friend  even  as  the  happy  dead 

Are  to  the  happy  living.    Remember  me 

As  a  wind  which  whistled  through  your  boughs  one 

summer 
And  did  no  harm.    Gerta,  the  Queen,  farewell. 
Farewell,  King  Brahen. 

Brahen 

But  you  cannot  go 
Like  this,  at  least  stay  here  and  let  us  use 
Our  lives  in  serving  you;  do  not  deny  us 
This,  for  from  this  moment  we  are  yours. 

Bertrud 
Nay,  I  am  wiser  than  ye ;  ye  have  not  lived. 
But  I  have  lived  my  life  out  to  the  end. 
Though  the  years  were  a  few  days.    I  am  so  content 
Ye  may  forget  me.    Learn  through  your  love  to  grow 
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All  contented  as  I  am,  and  take  heed  ye  let 

No  regret  nor  futile  memory  of  past  evil 

Tarnish  the  clear  face  of  your  love.     Forget 

And  love ;  'tis  all  I  ask  of  you.    I  seek  not 

Power  nor  revenge,  nor  splendour  nor  a  crovs^n. 

Nor  any  sad,  unfruitful  shining  thing, 

But  a  life  as  unpolluted  as  spring  w^ater 

Under  a  blue  sky  amongst  apple  trees. 

And  that  great  gift  I  do  possess  of  loving, 

I  will  lock  within  the  midmost  of  my  heart. 

Where  it  shall  turn  to  dreams,  dreams  with  smooth 

plumage, 
And  the  faces  of  children.    Ah,  how  quietly  falls 
The  twilight  on  the  ships !    I  go — Farewell. 

l^S^e  bends  and  kisses  Gerta,  then  goes  out  before 
either  of  them  can  speak.  Gerta  turns  to 
Brahen  with  a  low  cry. 

Gerta 

She  has  forgiven  me,  and  we  are  together. 

\Jie  takes  her  in  his  arms.  They  remain  thus 
motionless  and  without  speaking.  Already 
they  have  begun  to  forget  Queen  Bertrud. 
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The  light  of  heaven  now  renewed ! 

The  flicker  of  Spring's  inconstant  fires! — 

Have  wrought  all  nature  to  their  mood. 

Spring's  mantle  caught  among  the  briars 

I  saw,  and  how  the  weft  was  torn, 

And  hung  upon  a  fortunate  tree ; 

Full  soon  shall  many  a  withered  thorn 

Shine  with  a  like  embroidery — 

Nay,  but  we  will  hold  her  fast. 

When  Spring,  long  loitering,  comes  at  last 

I,  full  of  hope  and  roaming  far. 

Marked  how  this  sudden  flood  of  light 

Had  washed  away  each  pitiful  scar 

Left  on  earth's  face  by  Winter's  might — 

All  the  joy  which  slept  too  long. 

In  detested  fetters  bound. 

Now  awakes ;  and  visible  song 

Bursts  in  blossom  from  the  ground : 

Let  us  hurry  forth  to  view 

Sleep's  most  daring  dreams  come  true ! 

Where  is  the  maiden  fair  enough. 
Spring,  to  fitly  honour  thee  ? 
She  must  have  the  eyes  of  love 
And  the  soul  of  chastity ; 
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She  must  supple  be  and  fleet, 
High  of  heart  and  light  of  tread, 
With  the  West  wind  in  her  feet 
And  the  stars  about  her  head — 
She  must  be  thy  counterpart 
With  thine  own  rebellious  heart. 

Have  the  sleeping  woodlands  heard 
In  the  snows  thy  feet  astir  ? 
Did  each  mute  expectant  bird 
Feel  thee,  ere  we  felt  thee,  near  ? 
We,  less  keen  of  sense  than  these. 
Slumbered  still  and  still  delayed, 
Whilst  the  fields  and  hills  and  trees 
Delicately  themselves  arrayed ; 
Thus  are  we  so  much  the  less 
Worthy  of  thy  loveliness ! 

Fling  thy  proclamation  forth 
By  the  wind's  triumphant  mouth ! 
Lo !  thy  word  has  bidden  the  North 
Dance  a  measure  with  the  South. 
Where  reluctantly  still  linger 
The  least  trace  of  yesterday's 
Bitter  touch,  with  thy  swift  finger 
That  last  shade  of  death  efface ; 
On  the  waste  and  starving  lands 
Pour  thy  bounty  with  both  hands ! 

Oh !  what  rapture  shall  be  ours 
When  we  share  an  equal  bliss 
With  Spring's  best  beloved  flowers. 
Snowdrops  and  anemones. 
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How  each  moment  shall  combine 
With  delight  that  went  before, 
Like  wine  added  unto  wine, 
Growing  in  sweetness  ever  more — 
Let  us  drink  the  whole  earth  up, 
Spring,  from  thy  enchanted  cup ! 


71 


SCENE  I 


Spring.    A  Sea-shore.     Many  Maidens  assembled. 
Erinna  and  Aglae. 


First  Maiden 

Or  ever  the  white  dawn  kissed  the  sea,  I  heard 
In  the  orchard,  under  an  apple-tree. 

Oh !  it  was  not  voice  of  man  nor  song  of  bird. 
But  my  very  dream  which  sang  to  me. 

Chorus  of  Maidens 
Tell  us  your  dream — 

First  Maiden 

Why,  no ; 
For  a  dream  that's  told  will  quickly  spread 
Restless,  gleaming,  moon-splashed  wings. 
And  vanish,  even  as  it  sings. 
Far  away,  beyond  the  far 
Chilly  light  of  the  last  star ; 
Wherefore,  lest  our  dreams  prove  vain. 
Let  us  be  wary,  for  most  grievous 
Are  those  hours  when  fair  dreams  leave  us. 
I  know — I  know 

Maidens 

What  do  you  know  ? — 
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First  Maiden 
That  dreamless  life  is  pain. 

Maidens 

Yea,  heaviness  and  mortal  woe ! 

Second  Maiden 
Speak  not  of  woe  to  me ! 

Third  Maiden 

Nay,  of  joy  only — joy,  unbounded  joy ! 

Oh !  sharp  sweet  savour  of  the  glittering  sea — 

Oh !  delicate  scented  earth  and  clear  light  of  the  sun,- 

And  goddess  Spring,  goddess  without  alloy. 

Exquisite  queen  whose  reign  is  scarce  begun — 

Maidens 

Behold  us  dedicate  to  thee ! 

Second  Maiden 

Not  with  fair  offerings  of  scattered  flowers. 
Not  with  roses  listless  and  sweet, 
Kneel  we  before  thee  laden ; 
Nor  with  ripe  fruit  of  the  sun's  kisses  born 
When  earth  lies  swooning  in  the  summer  heat : 
With  maiden  gifts  we  come  before  thee,  maiden ; 
Thine  are  low  winds  and  lightly  scattered  showers, 
And  chiefly  thine 

Fourth  Maiden 
Are  the  cool-footed  morning  hours. 

Seventh  Maiden 

Scarcely  yet  on  briar  and  thorn 
Even  the  first  faint  mist  appears, 
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Of  green,  tremulous  and  young, 

Caressing  with  shy  touch  the  branches  bare. 

With  ashen  fog  the  earth  is  still  o'erhung. 

The  birds,  grown  weary  of  their  wintry  fare, 

Cry  eagerly  on  Spring  to  hasten  hither ; 

Yet  the  pale  sun  a  doubtful  livery  wears. 

And  vanished  Winter  his  bleak  head  up-rears 

Suddenly — none  may  guess  whence  he  has  come, 

Then  goes — none  knoweth  whither. 

Yet  in  the  low  nook  of  a  sheltering  hill 

I  found,  with  melting  hoar-frost  wet, 

Like  a  bright  gem  in  a  green  casket  set. 

This  half-blown  daffodil. 

Second  Maiden 

And  by  Athena's  grace,  the  violet-crowned, 
I  this  pale  violet. 

Other  Maidens 
Here  are  grasses — 

Others 
And  myrtles  fresh  with  dew — 

Sixth  Maiden 

But  I  bring  trails 
Of  frail,  translucent,  many-branched  seaweed ; 
For  greatly  on  the  sea  the  Spring  prevails. 
Changing  it  to  her  mirror  as  she  passes. 
Bidding  it  show  each  hour  a  countenance  new, 
Glad  as  some  creature  from  long  bondage  freed. 

Seventh  Maiden 
How  still  the  impatient  water  lies, 
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The  fretful,  torn,  inconstant  sea — 

Since  on  its  tortured  bosom  fell 

The  glance  of  Spring's  bewildering  eyes ; 

And  still  reflected  in  its  breast 

Shines  that  accomplished  miracle. 

Oh,  lovely  moods  of  sweet  unrest 

The  sea  shares  with  us  who  beside  it  dwell ! 

O  Spring,  dream  laden,  grant  to  us  thy  dream ! 

Fourth  Maiden 

She  who  is  goddess  now  and  reigns  supreme. 
Will  she  not  surely  send  some  gift  of  worth 
To  us  who  love  her  ? 

Second  Maiden 

May  the  gods  be  kind 
Now  in  the  hour  of  the  new  season's  birth  ! 

First  Maiden 

I  will  make  my  prayer  to  Spring : 

May  I  be  fair  for  ever  ! 
Let  old  age,  which  men  abhor. 

Breathe  on  me  never ! 

Fifth  Maiden 
Would  you  choose  death,  then  ? 

First  Maiden 

That  would  I ! 
If  I  can  be  beloved  no  more — 
An  evil  in  the  eyes  of  men — 
Then  let  me  die. 

Second  Maiden 
I  would  be  Queen ! 
Spring  grant  that  some  day  at  high  noon 

IS 


Suddenly  a  marauding  throng, 

Gold-crowned,  with  weapons  bright  and  keen, 

Rich  cloaks  and  leather  shoon. 

Shall  hither  sail  and  leap  to  land, 

And  in  their  arms  so  fierce  and  strong 

Seize  me  and  bear  me  far  and  far. 

And  make  me  Queen  of  some  ancient  race 

In  a  country  under  the  northern  star. 

And  give  me  a  sceptre  for  my  hand 

And  perfume 

Third  Maiden 
Folly! 

Aglae 

Grant  me.  Spring,  to  live 
Such  days  as  thou  unto  the  flowers  dost  give 
And  to  the  fruit  trees,  wise  deliberate  days. 
When  each,  rejoicing,  thy  least  law  obeys ; 
The  brown  boughs  breaking  into  bud  again. 
The  shadowy  blossom  frail  and  fugitive 
Turning  to  gold  and  ruddy  fruit  at  last — 
So  may  the  present  still  repeat  the  past, 
And  when  my  unperturbed  life  shall  wane, 
Let  death  be  a  soft  cloak  around  me  cast. 

Sixth  Maiden 

How  calm  she  sits,  and  has  no  care 

Save  for  spun  flax  and  carded  wool ! 

She  is  like  a  lily  in  a  sleeping  pool. 

Sheltered  from  all  loud  winds  and  violent  air — 

Were  I  as  fair  as  she — were  I  as  fair 

Seventh  Maiden 
Erinna  has  not  spoken. 
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Fifth  Maiden 

Vex  her  not ; 
Her  thoughts  are  far  from  us. 

Third  Maiden 

O  whither  flying, 
Where  we  and  all  our  songs  are  quite  forgot  ? 

Second  Maiden 
She  would  have  a  god  for  lover ! 

First  Maiden 
'Tis  for  this  her  heart  is  sighing. 

Fourth  Maiden 
Oh!  impious! 

Erinna 
What  say'st  thou  ? 

Aglae 

Fear 
Lest  the  thick-set  myrtle  cover 
Some  god,  who,  if  he  chance  to  hear 
Thy  words,  then  shall  our  days  of  joy  be  over ! 

Erinna 
But  evermore  thou  tremblest — wherefore  ? 

Third  Maiden 

Nay, 
Since  the  offended  gods  pause  not  to  slay 
Kings,  and  strike  cities  headlong  from  the  earth. 
We  who  are  little  and  weak  and  slight  of  birth, 
Is  it  so  strange  we  tremble? 
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Erinna 

True  it  is, 
I  had  forgotten — ye  are  made  for  this 
Moment  and  nought  beyond,  fashioned  for  sweet 
Hours  without  service,  delicate  and  complete ; 
Yet  daily  in  the  temples  still  ye  make 
Your  loveless  offerings  for  some  god's  sake. 
Wherefore  ?    None  knows — nor  wherefore  ye  return 
Thanks  for  ye  know  not  what.    O  lights  that  burn 
And  flicker  and  go  out — foam  on  the  shore. 
Feathers  which  change  with  the  wind's  every  turn  ! 
Are  ye  but  dust  then  even  to  the  heart's  core  ? 

Third  Maiden 

Is  it  not  true  that  you  have  seen, 

When  early  morning  touched  the  myrtle  bushes. 

The  curling  horns,  the  brown  eyes  bright  and  keen. 

And  the  split  hoofs  of  a  satyr  among  the  bushes  ? 

And  you  feared  not — is  it  not  true  ? 

And  you  have  watched,  couched  'neath  the  green 

Mountain  pines,  an  Oread 

Fast  asleep  in  the  heat  of  noon .? 

O  it  may  be  a  god  shall  stoop  to  you ! 

Yet  think  of  Syrinx  and  the  woe  she  had. 

To  whom  was  granted  even  such  a  boon. 

Erinna 

O  women,  feeble  and  unconsecrate — 
Daphne  and  Syrinx !     Am  I  then  as  ye, 
Who,  if  a  god  called,  should,  as  ye  fled,  flee 
From  the  divine  insistence  of  a  god  ? 
Oh !  well  for  you  that  kind,  contemptuous  fate 
Thrust  each  deep-rooted  down  in  the  dull  sod, 
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Safe  even  from  any  pang  of  memory — 
Drowsy  and  safe  and  blind. 

Aglae 

We  pass  our  days 
Honouring  the  gods  with  fitting  words ; 
And  they  behold  us  with  averted  face, 
Yet  give  us  increase  to  our  flocks  and  herds. 
What  further  shall  they  ask  of  us — what  gain 
Shall  we  desire  they  have  not  granted  ?    Rain 
In  season,  plentiful  harvest  and  sunshine ; 
These  are  their  gifts,  and  in  return — 
Lo !  the  slain  heifer  on  the  altar  burn, 
And  dance,  and  song,  and  sacrificial  wine. 
Such  is  our  service — is  it  not  enough  ? 
How  have  we  sinned  against  the  will  divine 
That  they  should  scourge  us  with  their  pitiless  love  ? 

Erinna 
Pale  is  thy  cheek,  Aglae,  pale — 
Mine  is  ruddy  with  wind  and  sun ; 
Thy  weary  feet  on  the  high  hills  fail. 
Mine,  swift  o'er  moor  and  mountain  run. 
What  wilt  thou  know,  what  wilt  thou  have .? 
Some  few  webs  thy  hands  have  spun, 
Days  secure  in  certain  good 
The  heaviness  of  plenitude; 
And  soon  thy  portion  in  the  unseeing  grave. 
Whilst  I,  a  ship,  wave-tossed,  wind  harried, 
On  tides  of  wrath  for  ever  carried 
Towards,  ah ! — what  harbour  in  the  end  ? 
Have  neither  life  nor  death  for  friend, 
Nor  any  refuge  from  the  engulfing  wave ; 
Yet  thou  shalt  lose  and  I  shall  have. 
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Aglae 

I  care  not  for  disaster,  therefore  go  "    - 

Thy  way — I  mine ;  and  let  the  days  bestow 

On  each  the  thing  she  wills.    Seek  thou  those  heights 

I  love  not,  and  the  wind  which  walks  o'  nights ; 

I  in  my  turn  will  wander  'mongst  the  sweet 

Green  blossoming  fields,  and  feel  the  noon-tide  heat 

Less  for  the  sound  of  honey-laden  bees. 

The  scythes*  long  swish  amongst  the  sighing  wheat : 

So  shall  we  twain  fulfil  our  destinies. 

Erinna 

But  is  she  not — hearken  to  her ! — a  fly  ? 
A  fly  that  basks  on  the  wall  in  summer ! 
Content  to  live  whilst  the  warmth  shall  last, 
And  when  Autumn  comes  content  to  die. 
Ah !  the  new-comer 

[From  out  the  myrtle  grove  a  stranger  draws 
near.  He  is  tall,  fair-skinned  and  beautiful. 
Over  one  shoulder  is  thrown  a  fawn-skin. 
He  approaches  laughing. 

First  Maiden 
Who  is  this — whence  did  he  spring  ? 

Fourth  Maiden 
He  is  of  some  alien  race. 

Second  Maiden 
Lordlier  than  he  ne*er  saw  I  man — 

Third  Maiden 
He  is  perchance  some  outlawed  king — 
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Seventh  Maiden 
Or  a  god  even — the  great  Pan  ! 

Fifth  Maiden 
Never  had  Pan  such  comeHness  of  face. 

Dionysus 
(the  stranger^  descending  amongst  them) 
Maidens,  I  greet  you ! 

Erinna 
{who  has  been  gazing  at  him  steadfastly  and  in  silence) 

Humbly  as  w^e  may, 
We  in  turn  greet  thee,  Lord. 

Dionysus 

A  w^eary  way 
Over  seas  I  come,  a  vagrant — here  and  there 
Indifferently  my  course  I  steer, 
And  w^here  my  keel  grounds  there  I  stay ; 
Lured  by  the  promise  of  some  isle. 
Some  blessed  spot  for  roving  feet. 
Where  for  many  a  day  and  night 
I  may  linger  a  long  while. 
Even  as  I  pause  to-day — 
Ah !  for  the  Spring  is  langourous  and  sweet, 
And  like  the  flickering  breeze  her  smile. 
And  short  as  a  swift  gleam  of  glistening  spray. 

Erinna 

We  welcome  thee,  and  hunger  to  obey 
Thy  will  in  all  things.  Lord. 
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Dionysus 

O  ye  are  fair, 
Ye  maidens!  wrought  of  gossamer  and  air; 
And  the  sun  stooping  to  kiss  you  at  high  noon 
Has  left  his  tangled  gold  amongst  your  hair, 
For  truly  the  sun  has  kissed  you,  and  the  moon. 
Elusive  are  ye,  fragile  as  a  dream, 
Thin  flames  of  wonder,  frail  and  exquisite. 
Which  shall  go  out  if  breathed  upon,  I  deem — 
Oh !  though  Spring  fade,  must  ye,  too,  fade  with  it ! 

Aglae  {whispering) 

I  fear  him. 

Dionysus  (gazing  at  her) 

Do  you  fear  me  ? — 
Before  such  brows,  eyes  so  serene  and  clear, 
Surely  the  very  gods  might  tremble  afraid. 
Are  you  not  beautiful  as  the  summer,  maid. 
Alluring  as  the  sea  ? 


I  will  depart. 


Aglae  (aside) 

How  might  he  hear? — 

Sixth  Maiden 


You  have  surely  come 
From  a  land  of  roses,  for  the  scent 
Lingers  about  you  in  the  air ! 

Dionysus 

Oh !  wild 
And  sultry  is  my  country 
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Second  Maiden 

Such  a  kingdom 
Whereof  one  might  be  queen,  and  well  content! 

Dionysus 

Arduous  are  the  mountains  there, 

And  the  earth  with  subdued  fire 

Blazes  like  an  anvil — heat 

Does  from  every  pore  expire, 

And  the  blanched  face  of  the  year 

Shrinks  appalled  from  the  fierce  eye 

Of  the  sun  perpetually 

Red  and  molten  fixed  on  her. 

The  sick  breezes  faint  and  fail, 

Withered  'neath  the  noon-day's  wings. 

Yet  still  within  the  sunless  spaces 

Of  the  wood's  most  secret  places. 

Where  cool  shadows  breathe  and  shiver, 

Roses  blossom  heavy  and  pale. 

Turning  up  astonished  faces 

Towards  the  breathless  nightingale — 

The  shadowy  nightingale  who  sings 

Lost  and  passionate  for  ever. 

And  lo !  a  god's  triumphant  thought. 

With  one  sudden  blinding  word. 

Called  forth  the  tangle  of  the  vine's  torn  tresses 

And  bade  it  roam  at  will  over  the  plain — 

A  mystic  veil  divinely  wrought — 

Shielding  that  land  from  the  sun's  mad  caresses ; 

And  the  god's  blood  in  each  grape's  heart  lay  stored 

Till  it  should  foam  anew  in  the  wine-presses. 

Then,  like  an  inevitable  flood. 

Over  the  earth  the  vine  exulting  ran, 

83 


A  riotous  growth  of  trendril,  leaf,  and  bud — 
And  glad,  glad  was  the  heart  of  man ! 
And  earth  was  shaken  with  a  mighty  laughter 
Because  the  days  were  good,  and  in  their  turn 
Good  days  still  followed  after. 

0  women !  have  ye  heard 
Cymbals  clash  in  the  dark  night  ? 

Has  the  heart  in  you  leapt  like  a  fountain  stirred 

By  sudden  sweeping  breezes  of  delight? 

Have  ye  sped  with  the  wind's  speed 

Wheresoe'er  the  god  may  lead. 

Close  as  his  shadow  over  the  dim 

Haunted  slope  of  the  hillside, 

When  white  moonbeams  overbrim 

The  crystal  moon*s  celestial  cup. 

Which  earth  insatiate  drinks  up, 

Cries  Dionysus'  name,  and  prays  to  him ! 

Fifth  Maiden 
Ah !  the  grape  and  the  mad  scent  of  it : 
It  is  in  my  nostrils.    Over  the  hill's  brow 
The  wild  scent  of  the  grape  is  wafted  now — 
Would  I  were  treading  up  to  the  knees  in  wine ! 

Second  Maiden 
Some  strange  new  dance  is  in  my  feet — 

1  would  away  and  away  to  the  hills. 
To  the  hills  for  which  I  pine  ! 

Sixth  Maiden 
Ah  the  blood  that  leaps  and  thrills 
In  this  wild  heart  of  mine ! 

Aglae 
I  fear  as  I  never  feared  before  to-day — 
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Fourth  Maiden 
And  my  limbs  tremble,  yet  half  with  gladness — 

Erinna  (aside) 

Yea, 
I  fear  too ;  my  breath  fails  me ;  I  am  spent 
As  though  with  age — yet  am  I  well  content, 
More  than  content,  that  never  any  peace 
Shall  visit  me  again  nor  bring  release 
From  the  white  torment  which  has  clasped  me  round 
Since  suddenly  this  earth  grew  holy  ground. 
I  who  am  but  a  flame  by  god's  breath  fanned — 
Who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  god's  right  hand  ? 
Nay,  not  the  god's  self  even !    I  am  free 
To  suffer  as  I  will,  my  pain  sufficing  me. 

Dionysus 

Oh  violent  country  of  my  birth  ! 

Delirious  land,  where  the  sun  risen 

Is  full  of  ardour  and  gigantic  mirth. 

Like  a  wild  beast  escaped  from  out  its  prison — 

Did  I  not  hunger  after  thee  and  strain 

Towards  the  shores  of  thine  unrest, 

Land  of  fever — land  of  desire — 

When  in  detested  Erebus, 

Where  many  pray  and  are  answered  not  again, 

I  wandered  among  shades,  the  heaviest. 

Since  I  could  still  remember  the  sun's  fire  ? 

Seventh  Maiden 
Thou  who  hast  been  in  Hell,  have  mercy  upon  us ! 

Dionysus 
I  have  been  in  Aphrodite's  isle, 
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Among  the  myrtle  and  the  orange  groves ; 

I  have  heard  the  sirens  languidly  beguile 

Mariners  to  their  treacherous  loves. 

I  was  among  that  impious  crevs^ 

Who  mocked  at  Dionysus;  when 

Suddenly  clambered  over  the  ship's  side 

A  strangling  vine  and  over-grew 

The  ship,  and  each  man  thrust  out  roots  and  died : 

Transformed  to  tortured  trees — no  longer  men  ; 

For  the  god  will  not  be  denied. 

Ye  maidens  all  are  wrapped  in  silence ! 

Erinna 

Lord! 
Wilt  thou  stay  a  little  among  us  ? 

Dionysus 

It  may  be 
For  a  long  while. 

Aglae  {in  sudden  panic) 
Here  is  nought,  nought  for  thee — 
Simple  are  we ;  what  pleasure  can  we  afford 
To  one  who  is  a  king  by  manner  and  face; 
For  ah !  what  shall  a  king  do  in  this  place  ? 
Here  the  slow  days  fade  out — the  days  begin. 
There  is  no  change,  with  nought  to  lose  or  win, 
There  is  no  change,  no  varying  delight — 
Only  monotonous  day,  monotonous  night : 
What  wilt  thou  do  here  ? 

Dionysus 

Why,  as  shepherds  do 
Who  are  happy ! 

Erinna  {aside) 

She  is  chosen.  i 
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Aglae 

The  kine  call — I  must  away ! 

My  Lord,  these  other  maidens  shall  wait  on  thee, 

Let  me  depart  speedily  as  I  may.     [SAe  goes  out  swiftly. 

Dionysus 

She  should  wear  roses  round  her  brow, 

And  the  roses  should  be  each  as  white 

As  the  white  roses  Aphrodite  gleans, 

Each  petal  fashioned  from  the  silvery  light 

Of  the  white  moon  when  from  the  sky  she  leans 

Rapturously,  on  a  Summer's  night.  \A  pause. 

Erinna 
Wilt  thou  have  bread  and  wine,  lord  ? 

Dionysus 

Thou  art  kind — 
I  have  fasted  long. 

Erinna 

We  are  thy  servants,  ready  to  fulfil 
Thy  bidding  utterly. 

]^he  brings  fruity  and  wine  and  bread. 

Dionysus 

I  shall  not  find 
Anywhere  food  sweeter. 

[Erinna />02/rj"  a  little  wine  on  the  ground. 
Why  dost  thou  spill 
The  wine  ? 

Erinna 

It  is  my  custom  to  honour  thus 
The  gods  who  may  unseen  be  dwelling  among  us. 
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Dionysus  [laughing) 

I  can  see  thy  heart,  maiden — it  is  fire ! 

Erinna 

Shall  the  heart  then  accomplish  its  desire, 
Or  die  of  its  own  flame  ? 

Dionysus 

Why,  who  may  tell ! 
For  prayers  are  sometimes  granted — and  that  is  well ; 
But  if  they  are  not  granted,  that  is  well  too. 
'Tis  all  one  in  the  end — for  you  shall  do 
The  bidding  first  of  life  and  then  of  death, 
A  slave  whilst  still  you  breathe,  and  when  you  cease 

from  death ; 
And  never  at  any  time  shall  you  be  satisfied. 

Erinna 

That  you  will  here  close  in  our  midst  abide, 
Is  my  desire. 

Dionysus 

An  easy  prayer,  and  meek ! 
Yet  even  in  the  midst  of  this  slight  thing  ye  seek, 
Ruin  may  lurk — and  the  swift  hands  of  fate 
May  wrap  thee  round  in  webs  inviolate. 
So  be  it,  thou  shalt  suffer  as  all  must — 
The  eternal  gods,  and  mortals  which  are  dust. 
Ah !  the  hot  sun ;  lead  me,  ye  maidens,  now 
Where  I  may  slumber,  I  weary  and  my  brow 
Aches  for  the  chilly  woods. 

\He  goes  out  slowly,  the  Maidens  surrounding  him. 

The  Maidens 
We  follow,  lord — 
We  follow  dancing. 
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The  light  Spring  lingers,  and  earth  half  waking 
Smiles  and  relents,  from  her  long  sleep  breaking, 

Stirs  and  sighs  'neath  her  veil  of  snow. 
Through  the  woods  which  the  storms  have  harried. 
Laughter  light  as  a  flame  is  carried, 

Mongst  cloven  boughs  where  the  young  winds  blow. 
Lover  of  mine,  the  white  Spring  calls  me. 
In  a  voice  that  holds  and  binds  and  enthralls  me, 
Which  stabs  with  joy  till  the  heart  brims  over. 
Love  me  enough, — for  I  fain  would  prove  her — 

Love  me  enough  to  let  me  go ! 
My  feet  would  join  in  the  new  surprising. 
Sweet  strange  dance  of  the  year's  uprising ; 
For  the  shining  birth  of  the  gracious  May-time 
Is  the  golden  festival  of  the  sun's  play-time. 

When  all  things  quiver  and  burn  and  glow. 
Would  you  prevail  with  me,  O  my  lover  ? — 
Then  follow  me  where  the  hills  uncover 

Their  glad  grey  heads  in  the  light  of  the  sun ; 
And  farther  yet  and  beyond  the  last  bound 
Of  the  mountain-sides  where  earth  still  lies  fast  bound 

Waiting  the  sign  that  her  sleep  is  done. 
Oh !  we  will  fly  than  the  Spring's  self  faster. 
And  breathe  in  her  ear  that  the  days  fly  past  her. 
And  that  she  must  wake,  for  the  frost  is  banished. 

The  skies  are  kindled,  and  youth  begun. 

Now  that  the  might  of  the  sun's  shafts  reaches 
Through  the  hollow  straight  to  the  heart  of  the 
beeches, 
Where  light  is  faint  and  the  wind  breathes  low — 
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Beyond  the  plains  and  the  sheltered  valleys, 

Where  all  that 's  left  of  the  last  snowfall  is, 

To  the  high  grey  crag  where  the  eagle  screeches — 

Love  me  enough  to  let  me  go. 
Ah !  but  honey  and  wine  and  passion 
Are  good,  but  I  love  in  a  freer  fashion ; 
As  the  warm  wind  loves  when  the  rain-cloud  scatters, 
And  he  tears  the  veil  of  the  day  in  tatters, 

As  the  last  falling  mad  wave  of  the  sea ; 
As  all  things  happy  and  wild  and  fleeting, 
Hark,  oh  hark,  to  my  heart's  loud  beating, 

'Tis  the  heart  of  earth  that  beats  in  me ! 
Let  me  go  ere  the  day  grows  older. 
When  the  bright  hour  fades,  would  you  seek  to  hold 
her  ? — 

Nay,  but  she  fades  if  you  will  or  no. 
Lo !  now  the  woods  and  the  hills  receive  me. 
Lover  of  mine,  oh !  love  me  and  leave  me. 
Leave  me,  or  follow — but  hear  me  imploring. 

Love  me  enough  to  let  me  go. 

Now  that  a  warm  wind  lightens  and  passes 
With  trailing  pinions  through  the  green  grasses. 

And  the  ice  is  snapped  and  the  glad  streams  flow — 
What  should  I  do  then  with  love,  I  pray  ye. 
With  love  that  hinders  and  would  delay  me. 

Whose  voice  is  solemn,  whose  feet  are  slow } 
O  love,  if  you  will,  come  with  me  a-dancing, 
Where  shadow  and  sun  through  the  new  leaves  glancing. 

Mock  at  joy  which  is  kin  to  woe. 
Ah !  but  ruinous  love's  endeavour 
To  bind  and  blind  and  hold  me  for  ever. 

Who  am  I  to  be  cheated  so  ? — 

90 


Nay,  my  lover — pardon  and  speed  me. 
Let  me  run  wherever  the  wind  shall  lead  me, 
Speed  at  my  side,  though  your  heart  reprove  me- 
Follow  and  blame — but  I  pray  you  love  me. 
Love  me  enough,  in  the  year's  new  dawning — 
Love  me  enough  to  let  me  go ! 
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SCENE  II 


Next  day.      Another  part  of  the  Island.     Aglae  enters, 
DioNY  svs  fo//owing. 


Agla£ 
Wilt  thou  not  leave  me  ? 

Dionysus 

Yet  upon  what  plea 
Still  dost  thou  turn  aghast  and  shrink  from  me  ? 
Maiden,  how  do  I  fright  from  out  thine  eyes 
The  light,  as  a  gaunt  wind  from  Summer  skies 
May  insolently  sweep  the  blue  away. 
And  with  black  clouds  blot  out  the  face  of  day  ? 

AoLAfi 

Lord,  I  am  most  humble — Lord,  I  have  not  raised 
My  heart  from  these  known  fields,  where  kine  have 

grazed 
Always,  and  never  any  change  has  come. 
And  I  love  safety  and  the  sense  of  home ; 
And  for  that  fruit  which  grows  beyond  my  reach 
I  crave  not :  as  the  tide  on  the  low  beach 
Washes  with  lazy  murmer,  so  would  I 
Through  long  reposeful  moments  live  and  die ; 
Thus  am  I  fashioned.     Nor  do  I  hold  as  blest 
Those  who  travel  East  and  travel  West, 
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Seeking  ever  some  new  thing  for  delight 
And  finding  in  the  end  less,  than  some  slight 
Joy  of  ripe  grain  and  blossoming  fruit-tree  brings 
To  me  who  am  lowly  and  glad,  and  have  no  wings. 

Dionysus 

Wilt  thou  hear  nought  of  love,  then  ?    Wilt  thou  wend 

Solicitous  and  frugal  to  the  end 

Of  thy  obscure  and  indeterminate  days  ? 

Is  this  the  way  thou  hast  chosen  of  all  ways  ? 

Secure  and  even  measure — thy  life's  span 

To  thee  what  Summer  is  to  a  blind  man. 

To  whom  the  year  is  but  a  grey  tale,  told 

In  unrecorded  moments  of  waste  gold. 

Wilt  thou  lay  upon  thyself  this  curse — to  cease 

From  life  too  lapped  in  peace  to  have  known  peace  ? 

Wilt  thou  rejoice  over  ripe  grain  and  say: 

*The  harvest  quickens,  I  am  content  to-day,' 

And  rejoice  never  to  know  thou  hast  called  down 

Love  which  shall  be  to  thee  what  the  sun's  crown, 

In  the  wild  moment  of  the  new  day's  birth. 

Is  to  the  forehead  of  expectant  earth  ? 

Aglae 

Why  !  it  is  good  to  love,  but  a  sore  thing 

To  yield  one's  self  a  willing  offering 

For  Love  to  make  thereof  his  manifold  prey 

And  in  one  moment  leap  upon  and  slay. 

Yet  surely  love  is  good — the  tender,  wise. 

Habitual  glance  of  clear  untroubled  eyes; 

And  pleasant,  when  the  day's  slow  toil  is  done, 

The  home-coming  of  some  much  longed-for  one : 

The  answering  voice — the  hours  that  still  renew 
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Pleasure  and  mutual  toil  the  whole  year  through. 
Such  joys  indeed  are  well  worth  thinking  of! 

Dionysus 
Most  delicately  dost  thou  blaspheme  Love : 
Who  knowest  him  not,  who  canst  not  even  spell 
Of  all  his  language  one  least  syllable  ; 
Who,  though  thy  stubborn  heart  refuse  to  be 
Aught  save  his  slanderer  and  arch-enemy. 
Yet  all  thy  empty  beauty  about  me  flows 
Like  the  colour  and  warm  perfume  of  a  rose ! 
Thou,  flame-coloured  and  glowing — in  Love's  name — 
Art  thou  who  glowest  thus  but  frozen  flame  ? — 
Wilt  thou  rest  content  with  the  mere  semblance  of  fire. 
Who  canst  to  all  improbable  heights  aspire  ? 
Yea,  if  thou  wilt  refashion  earth  and  heaven, 
And  destroy  both  may  be,  yet  rise  forgiven. 
At  war  with  life  and  never  reconciled — 
Make  haste  to  learn  thy  beauty's  worth — O  child 
Of  some  god's  secret  and  most  radiant  dream ! 

Aglae 
What  are  the  gods  to  me  ?    They  reign  supreme. 
And  heed  me  little  more  than  the  blue  skies 
Reflected  in  a  pool's  clear  depths,  which  seem 
Near  but  care  nothing  for  what  beneath  them  lies : 
I  am  too  slight  to  trouble  a  god's  eyes. 

Dionysus 
Thou  art  omnipotent.    Thou  canst  compel 
A  god  to  stoop  to  thee,  and  deem  it  well 
That  like  a  moth  he  perish  in  thy  small  light. 
Knowest  thou  not  what  thy  hands  hold  of  might. 
Passion  and  majesty — those  fragile  hands 
Which  can  absorb  men's  lives  as  thirsty  sands 
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Drink  in  with  manifold  lips  torrential  rain — 
Yet  taking  all,  yield  nothing  forth  again. 
Anointed  art  thou,  chosen  and  consecrate 
To  some  unmeasured  and  unparalleled  fate. 
Wilt  thou  not  exult  then,  shudder  and  be  glad 
That,  shod  with  terror,  crowned  with  light  and  clad 
In  a  wild  garb  of  elemental  flame, 
A  god  has  trembled  to  pronounce  thy  name .? 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand — Lo  !  wilt  thou  have  the  sea 
Like  a  sleek  hound  to  crouch  and  fawn  on  thee. 
And  at  thy  word  the  heavens  know  storm  or  peace. 
And  the  winds  rise,  or  if  thou  wiliest,  cease? 
Have  Summer  for  thy  bond-woman,  and  divide 
As  the  moon,  the  falling  from  the  rising  tide  ? 
Will  a  shepherd  serve  thee  better  than  a  god. 
Obey  thee  and  fulfil  at  thy  least  nod 
All  thy  desire,  and  thy  heart's  wish  entire, 
Nor  cloy  thy  spirit  with  fulfilled  desire  ? 

Aglae 

Terrible  art  thou  who  thus  importunest  me — 
Lord,  what  art  thou  to  me,  or  I  to  thee  ? 
What  thou  art  I  know  not.     Hast  thou  sped 
From  heaven  to  curb  one  lowly  maiden's  head  ? 
A  great  deed  truly,  and  worthy  of  a  god  ! 
Or  art  thou  man  ?    Thy  footstep  on  the  sod 
Leaves  the  grass  broken — thou  art  man  then  !    So 
Thou  wilt  perchance  prove  merciful  and  know 
How  much  upon  my  soul  thy  presence  weighs. 
Oh !  who  art  thou  to  darken  my  good  days  ? — 
Who  art  thou  thus  to  torture  and  leave  me  blind .? 
If  man,  then  be,  as  often  men  are,  kind ; 
If  thou  art  god,  I  have  no  hope. 
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Dionysus 

Wherefore — 
Are  the  gods  so  harsh,  then  ?    Wilt  thou  shrink  before 
Their  faces  turned  towards  thee  ? 

Aglae 

Why,  let  them  take 
Care  for  me  if  they  will,  and  for  my  sake 
Send  joys  like  birds  to  sing  about  my  path. 
And  such  soft  splendour  as  the  new  day  hath. 
Temperate  and  warm  and  blessed,  and  refrain 
The  sudden  shafts  of  extreme  joy  or  pain. 
So  I  in  turn  will  pray  to  them  and  spend 
My  days  in  fitting  service  till  the  end. 
Honouring  their  temples  as  is  meet : 
But  let  no  passion  venomously  sweet 
Draw  near  my  life  for  ever. 

Dionysus 

Stone  art  thou,  stone 
Beautifully  fashioned,  loveless  and  alone. 
Set  in  some  solitary  shrine  where  men 
Shall  come  to  worship  and  depart  again. 
Stone  art  thou,  which,  if  to  thy  lifeless  lips 
A  god  should  press  a  cup  which  might  bestow 
Colour  and  shape  and  dream,  and  light  and  speech 
To  a  cold  image  of  fresh  frozen  snow — 
Lo  !  useless  to  the  ground  the  wild  draught  slips. 
Wasted  and  vain — for  thee  it  cannot  reach. 

Aglae 
What  meanest  thou  by  these  dread  words  of  thine  ? 

Dionysus 
Why,  that  I  love  thee,  maiden — I  divine, 
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Love  thee  who  art  less  than  mortal — yea,  I  grieve, 

Yea,  I  yearn  for  thee — yea,  without  reprieve 

Do  utterly  desire  thee.    I  whose  hand 

Maketh  a  fruitful  or  a  barren  land. 

Who  have  fire  attendant  on  me,  and  the  skies 

Obey  me,  and  the  winds  make  sacrifice — 

For  I  am  god,  and  where  I  choose  my  home 

There  wild  desires  awake  and  strange  dreams  come. 

Lord  am  I  of  madness  and  of  fear 

And  mystery ;  the  hillside  quakes  to  hear 

My  footsteps ;  forests  tremble.     Lord  of  mirth 

Am  I,  and  the  quick  pulsing  heart  of  earth. 

Delight  is  all  about  me.     I  can  compel 

Laughter  to  enter  the  low  gate  of  Hell. 

I  scatter  joys  as  one  may  scatter  seed ; 

I  am  a  mighty  shepherd  who  does  feed 

His  flocks  on  music,  and  love  and  song  and  dance, 

And  darkness  flees  before  my  countenance, 

And  the  white  hosts  of  grief.    Who  art  thou,  then. 

Who  hast  presumed  to  make  me  sufl^er  ? 

Aglae  [falling  on  her  knees) 

When 
Has  any  feared  as  I  feared !     Oh,  depart 
If  thou  art  god  !     With  thee  I  have  no  part 
For  ever — raise  me  not  above  the  dust ; 
Destroy  me,  into  utter  darkness  thrust 
My  willing  body,  but  lay  not  love  on  me, 
O  thou  most  dread — O  mightiest  deity ! 

Dionysus 

If  I  pursue  thee  wilt  thou  flee — in  vain 
Wilt  thou  flee  from  me ! 
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Aglae 

Harrow  me  with  pain, 
Destroy  me  at  thy  pleasure,  bring  me  death 
Rather  than  life,  which  tears  and  ravisheth 
All  wonted  boundaries  down — Oh,  let  me  cease 
From  the  torment  of  this  god !     Is  there  no  peace 
For  ever  for  me  now,  nor  yet  again 
Familiar  days,  unnumbed  by  terror  ? 

Dionysus 

Or 
Shall  I  then  grant  that  which  thou  cravest  for. 
And  turn  my  face  away,  and  from  me  fling 
Thee,  a  despised,  unprofitable  thing ; 
Seeing  for  all  thy  beauty  nought  thou  art 
But  empty  and  dull  and  vacant  to  the  core? — 

Aglae 
Then  leave  to  me  my  emptiness  of  heart ! 
I  am  so  worthy  of  oblivion — 
Canst  thou  not,  lord,  such  nothingness  forget ; 
Yea,  utterly,  before  to-morrow's  sun 
Fades  into  gold  and  purple  of  sunset? 

Dionysus 
Nay,  or  compel  thy  love,  and  bid  thee  cast 
Thyself  far  from  thee,  as  a  mountain  blast 
May  sweep  some  mountain  valley  and  leave  it  bare 
To  the  new  glory  of  the  quivering  air? 
To  thee  I  love  shall  I  not  bring  for  gift 
Release  from  doubtful  days  which  deathward  drift, 
Laden  with  trembling  joys  and  fugitive  grief? 
Not  thine  shall  be  the  lot  of  a  dead  leaf. 
Which  sinks  to  earth  at  last  and  all  is  told. 
Though  for  a  season  it  was  green  and  gold ! 
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Aglae 

Ah !  whither  shall  I  go,  and  where  abide, 

In  what  dark  cave  of  desolate  darkness  hide ! 

Will  my  terror  give  me  wings — will  my  fear  prevail 

To  save  me  from  those  forces  which  assail, 

Thus  without  mercy,  my  unsheltered  head  ? 

Dionysus 

Yet,  thou  whom  I  might  slay ;  art  thou  not  dead 
Already  ?     Dost  thou  then  refuse  to  be 
Resurrected  and  brought  to  life  through  me  ? 
Wilt  thou  reject  god  ? 

Aglae  {sobbing) 

I  am  lost — lost — lost ; 
There  is  no  help  for  me. 

Dionysus 

At  a  small  cost 
Thy  prayer  be  granted. 

Aglae 

How! 

Dionysus 

I  leave  thee ! 

Aglae  (looks  up  startled  and  silent) 

Dionysus 

Yea, 
Hold  high  thy  head — god  yields  to  thee  to-day ! 
Poor,  meaningless,  slight  soul,  which  dare  not  move 
Save  in  broad  meadows  and  smooth  ways  of  love ! 
Lo !  did  I  taste  thy  beauty  I  should  prove 
Nought  but  the  hollow  and  savourless  taste  thereof. 
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Therefore  fear  nought — I  go ;  here  is  enough ! 

And  let  those  shades  which  waited  on  thy  birth, 

Those  thin,  impassive  shadows,  weave  thy  fate ; 

And  in  the  compass  of  thy  life's  small  girth 

Hold  thee  still  passionless  and  inviolate. 

I  will  depart;  but  thou,  hadst  thou  been  wise. 

Thy  swift  advancing,  fearless  feet  had  trod. 

Scaling  the  flaming  stairway  of  the  skies 

In  mystical  equality  with  God. 

But  now  an  end ;  equitable  and  unblessed, 

Live  on,  and  let  the  slow  heart  in  thy  breast 

Beat  timely  measure  as  the  grey  hours  pass. 

And  wipe  thy  beauty  from  thee,  as  from  a  glass 

Are  wiped  the  delicate  markings  of  hoar  frost. 

And  little  shalt  thou  heed  thy  beauty  lost, 

And  little  shall  any  heed  thee — so  farewell. 

Thou  art  a  shining  fruit,  desirable 

Until  one  tastes  thee.    Lo !  now  thou  shalt  weave 

Thy  days  in  a  dull  web,  nor  pause  to  grieve 

For  any  memory ;  nor  yet  complain. 

Although  thy  life  be  but  a  long  drawn  chain 

Whose  links  are  rusty,  rounded  and  complete. 

Thy  soul  shall  rest  secure  from  cold  or  heat. 

And  the  wine  thou  drinkest,  that  shalt  thou  find  sweet, 

And  a  small  measure  leave  thee  satisfied. 

Aglae 

Ah !  may  the  gods  be  blessed  who  have  replied 

To  me,  who  craved  their  succour ;  yea,  and  thou. 

Surely,  oh,  surely,  thou  wilt  leave  me  now 

That  thou  art  angry,  and  upon  my  knees 

I  thank  thee  for  thine  anger,  and  for  these 

Good  words  of  scorn [She  breaks  off  astonished, 
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Erinn  A  has  entered  and  thrown  herself  at  the  feet 

o/'DlONYSUS 

Erinna 

Have  mercy,  Lord — 
Heed  me,  have  mercy  on  me ! 

Dionysus 

What  strange  word 
Falls  on  my  ears :  what,  maiden,  is  thy  will  ? 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Aglae  {who  is  now  quite  calm, 
a  little  scornfully) 

One  who  surely  would  fulfil 
Thine  utmost  bidding. 

Erinna 

I  indeed,  most  weak. 
Most  impotent,  beseech  thee.  Lord :  what  then 
If  the  dust  suddenly  find  tongue  to  speak. 
Shall  god  not  listen  and  answer  not  again  ? 
Wherefore,  forgive  and  bend 
Towards  me  pitying,  in  my  extreme  need ; 
For  always  thou  canst  slay  me  in  the  end. 
And  even  as  the  myriad-throated  dust 
With  feeble  voices  parched  and  desolate 
Shall  call  on  god  till  even  god  must  heed — 
So  do  I  put  my  trust 
In  thee  and  cry  on  thee. 
O  Lord,  have  mercy,  have  mercy  upon  me. 
And  on  my  humble  heart  insatiate ! 

Dionysus 
Am  I  then  god  to  help  thee .? 
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Erinna 

Thee  I  knew 
For  god,  when  first  thy  shadow  touched  us  and  threw 
Confusion  on  our  spirits.    I  adore 
Thee  as  earth  does  when  red  from  every  pore 
She  bleeds  her  grapes.     I  will  that  thou  break  up 
Me,  body  and  spirit  crushed  into  thy  cup ; 
That  my  essential  life  may  in  some  measure  be 
For  nourishment  and  gladness  unto  thee. 
Canst  thou  not  spill  me,  Lord,  as  wine  is  spilt  ? 
I  am  thine  to  be  used  or  wasted  as  thou  wilt — 
Ah !  but  turn  not,  turn  not  thine  eyes  away. 

Dionysus 

What  ails  thee,  maiden  ?    Neither  to  save  nor  slay, 
Will  I  turn  towards  thee. 

Erinna 

Have  I  earned  thy  hate. 
Lord,  by  my  worship  ?    I  will  pause  and  wait 
Silent  before  thee,  vexing  thee  not  until 
Thou  shalt  stoop  to  me  and  bend  me  to  thy  will. 
Till  then  permit  my  silence,  nor  despise 
My  entire  life,  brought  thee  in  sacrifice. 

Dionysus 

Mine  art  thou  truly :  had  I  turned  to  thee 
Thou  hadst  surely  died  of  so  much  ecstasy. 
Verily,  mine  thou  art :  thy  soul  was  wrought 
In  close  communion  with  the  secret  thought 
Of  wise,  glad-hearted,  opulent-bosomed  Earth ; 
Thou  art  responsive  in  each  nerve  to  her. 
My  priestess  art  thou,  and  my  minister, 
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Dedicated  to  me  from  thine  hour  of  birth  : 
Yet  have  I  nought  to  do  with  thee. 

Erinna 

I  die 
Then,  Lord,  and  wiUingly. 

Dionysus 

As  thou  wilt.    I 
Forsake  this  land  for  ever.    A  short  space 
I  loved  a  little  a  maiden's  perfect  face, 
Who,  trembling,  turned  away  from  me,  as  now 
I  turn  from  one  with  cold,  indifferent  brow. 
Who  does  infinitely  adore  me.      Such  is  god's  will. 
For  one  shall  pray  for  the  mere  chance  to  spill 
His  life  in  homage  forth — and  none  take  heed ; 
And  one  whom  lavishly  god  loves  shall  feed 
By  his  own  choice  on  husks  his  whole  life  long : 
And  each  shall  say  the  god  has  worked  him  wrong, 
For  to  each  the  god  has  brought  some  bitterness. 
Yet  am  I  not  a  god  of  the  wine-press, 
Who  treads  men's  souls  like  grapes  ? 

Erinna 

I  will  take  flight ; 
Pursue  thee,  and  pursue  by  day  and  night  ! 
Rage  with  thy  Bacchantes — be  at  least 
Present,  if  all-forgotten,  at  thy  feast. 
This  thou  shalt  not,  though  thou  dost  hate  me,  forbid ; 
That,  lost  and  lonely,  by  vine  tendrils  hid, 
I  may  drink  the  scattered  madness  thou  dost  fling 
In  mystic  showers  amongst  thy  following. 
So  shall  I  find  some  peace  at  last,  and  grow, 
A  drop  of  the  live  streams  which  round  thee  flow; 


Losing  heart,  soul,  sense,  thought  and  body — all 

Which  binds  me  and  constrains  and  holds  me  thrall 

To  the  ruinous  subjection  of  my  days. 

Oh  of  thy  pity,  grant  me  so  much  grace 

That  secretly  I  may  follow  where  thou  shalt  move ! 

Dionysus 

Here  is  enough  speech,  I  am  weary  thereof. 
Come,  if  thou  wilt,  bind,  if  thou  wilt,  thy  brows 
With  vine,  when  the  glad  Bacchanals  carouse 
All  the  long  summer  night.    I  hold  thee  not 
From  coming — already  art  thou  as  one  forgot ! 
I  have  lit  a  fire  in  thee  which  shall  consume 
Thee,  wheresoe'er  thou  goest — that  is  thy  doom. 
So  be  it :  and  thou  in  whom  no  fire  is  lit 
Live  out  thy  threadbare  moments  bit  by  bit ! 
I  neither  seek  to  harm  ye,  nor  befriend. 
And  now,  farewell — my  sojourn  here  finds  end : 
Ye  who  have  found  no  grace  with  god — farewell ! 

[He goes  out.  E>rini^ a Jb//ows  as  though  in  a  trance. 
Aglae  gazes  after  them  as  though  stupefied. 

Aglae 

O  may  no  strong  god  trouble  us  again ! 

\She  remains  reflecting  for  a  few  moments. 
Yet — 'twas  my  face  he  found  desirable, 
And  I  have  conquered  god  by  miracle 
And  by  my  will,  and  by  my  high  disdain ! 

\She  goes  out  with  an  air  of  solemn  exultation. 
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Lord,  lacking  whom  we  rest  not,  who  hast  cast 

Thy  spirit  like  a  net  about  us,  bend 

To  us  who  have  no  future  and  no  past. 

Nought  save  one  long-drawn  day,  which  may  not  end. 

Who  tremble  even  in  slumber,  lest  while  we  dream 

On  our  closed  eyes  thy  secret  pinions  gleam. 

We  die  of  thirst ;  the  way  is  parched  and  arid  ; 

We  have  strayed  too  far — we  who  are  outcast,  lonely. 

And  infinitely  weary.    Lo !  have  we  carried 

The  burden  of  our  days  to  find  this  only — 

Desert,  where  no  man  living  wandereth ! 

Oh,  thou  we  love,  say  art  thou  life  or  death .? 

Yet  do  we  love,  yet  do  we  yearn  for  thee, 

Who  have  sought  thee  in  glad  paths  and  paths  forlorn. 

And  tracked  from  end  to  end  the  pitiless  sea. 

Ah  but  the  thousand  roads  our  feet  have  worn  ! 

Do  we  not  bear  upon  our  feet  and  hands 

The  misery  of  toil  in  many  lands.? 

Lord,  why  didst  thou  awake  us .?     In  soft  sleep. 
Unconscious  and  content,  at  peace  we  lay ; 
Why  didst  thou  bid  thy  music  over  us  sweep. 
Thy  music — which  is  the  breath  of  thee — that  day .? 
Till  by  those  poignant  sounds  cloven  and  rent, 
This  only  might  our  aching  souls  content ; 

To  follow  after  it  and  it  maybe  hear. 
That  melody  again — that  passionate  cry 
Which  holds  within  its  compass  all  the  sheer 
Joy  men  can  know,  then  turns  to  agony ; 
Till  the  strained  spirit,  wasted  by  such  pain. 
Cries  out  and  may  not  be  appeased  again. 
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What  is  thy  music  ?     Who  shall  fathom  it  ? 
Which  is  the  soul  of  earth  and  corn  and  wine, 
Of  growing  trees  and  wood-ways  dimly  lit, 
Of  fire,  and  of  all  things  that  laugh  and  shine 
Through  the  procession  of  the  year's  long  days — 
Which  have  seen  thee  for  a  moment  face  to  face : 

And  of  all  in  man  which  slumbers  and  dares  not — 

Being  weighted  down  with  many  fears — rejoice ! — 

Some  unknown  rapture  which  the  gods  allot 

To  those  who  make  the  ways  of  god  their  choice; 

Some  joy  whereto  all  human  joy  is  weak. 

Which  we,  having  heard  in  music,  still  must  seek — 

Must  vainly  seek !     O  Lord,  have  we  not  squandered 

All  that  suffices  for  mere  daily  bliss  ? 

Oh !  we  have  borne  too  much,  oh !  we  have  wandered 

Too  far  on  a  blank  quest  for  that  which  is 

For  ever  improbable  and  fugitive ; 

Yea,  and  who  tasting  of  such  joy  might  live  ? 

Sometimes  upon  the  wavering  air  is  breathed 
An  echo  of  thee  from  remote  far  hills. 
And  we  forgetful  of  our  days  deceived. 
Drink  in  that  sound,  even  as  a  goblet  fills 
With  wine ;  but  ere  each  to  the  brim  fills  up. 
Again  the  wine  is  spilt  from  the  wine  cup. 

Yet  infinitely  do  we,  outcast,  adore 

Thee  who  deniest  us  ever.    If  thou  shouldst  send 

Never  thy  joy  among  us,  we,  footsore. 

Would  praise  thee  still :  yet  spare  us  in  the  end ; 

Not  utterly  defeated  let  us  die. 

Beneath  the  foolish  mockery  of  the  sky. 
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To  those  who  care  not,  thou  all  things  hast  given ; 
To  us,  to  us  alone  thou  payest  no  heed. 
We  daily  at  thy  will  consumed  and  driven 
Have  but  a  little  dust  whereon  to  feed; 
Those  altars  hast  thou  chosen,  whence  arise 
The  drowsy  flames  of  painless  sacrifice  ? 

Yet  since  our  hearts  are  heavy  in  us,  slake 
Our  thirst — we  ask  no  more ;  let  but  thy  wild 
Music  within  our  ears  once  more  awake. 
And  see  us  to  all  suffering  reconciled : 
Grant  us  at  least,  who  live  by  thee  forgot. 
As  much  as  unto  those  who  love  thee  not ! 
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Here  God  has  speech  with  man ;  therefore  the  road 

Is  worn  with  feet  innumerable.    They  come 

Like  sparks  blown  from  a  furnace.    Each  man's  heart 

Is  like  an  empty  cup  held  in  the  hand 

Of  one  dying  of  thirst — thrust  greedily  forth 

For  the  God's  words  to  fill.     I  pour  that  wine 

Which  shall  restore  or  slay ;  yea,  merciless, 

Being  God's  servitor,  with  unswerving  tongue. 

Speak  the  destruction  of  some  flickering  hope 

Which  kept  a  little  light  in  the  blank  eyes ; 

Bidding  men  sink  to  ashes  at  a  word, 

Or  leap  like  ashes  breathed  upon  to  flame. 

Nor  may  I  pause,  nor  pity.     I  possessed 

By  God  inevitably  must  pronounce. 

The  doom  of  him  who  questions;  I  may  not  choose. 

I  am  a  voice,  formless  and  featureless. 

Crying  from  a  great  silence.     Yea,  but  I, 

I  in  my  turn  would  question.     Is  there  not 

An  answer  for  me  also  ?    I  who  live 

Chosen  of  God,  sacred  and  set  apart 

From  pleasant  common  ways ;  towards  whom  no  lips 

Of  man  shall  turn  with  longing.     Not  for  me — 

Is  there  no  answer  then  for  me,  O  Thou 

Who  hast  made  my  life  so  all  unprofitable 

Save  to  Thee  only  ?     Thou  hast  roughly  dragged 

Me  root  and  blossom  from  the  wonted  earth. 

And  planted  me  in  unfamiliar  ground 
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To  bloom  or  wither  at  Thy  pleasure :  yet. 

See  how  about  my  roots  the  soil  still  clings, 

Wherefrom  my  life  was  fashioned  first !    O  God ! 

Hear  now  my  question !    I  am  woman — flesh, 

Mortal  and  incomplete,  wrought  to  endure 

One  life ;  to  break  at  last  under  the  weight 

Of  natural  days,  soft  falling,  as  a  pine 

Grown  old  through  many  seasons  yields  at  last 

Beneath  its  burden  of  impalpable  snow. 

Yet  Thou  hast  laid  the  weight  of  numberless  lives 

Upon  me,  and  their  grief  Thou  hast  laid  upon  me; 

And  understanding  of  the  obscure  beats 

Of  many  thousand  hearts,  which  are  to  me 

No  more  than  in  far  woods  the  leaves  whirled  down 

By  shrieking  winds  in  Autumn.    For  one  coming, 

Appealing  for  some  solace  from  his  grief. 

Faint,  momentary  it  may  be — calls  down  fire. 

Thy  fire,  unmitigated  on  my  soul ; 

Which  naked  shrinks  from  it,  and  fights  against  it. 

And  loves  it  and  detests  and  must  endure 

The  fury  of  it,  and  make  answer  and  feel 

The  life  of  him  who  questions  with  all  his  pain. 

All  his  desire  and  misery  and  passion — 

But  never  any  passion  of  its  own. 

The  lives  of  all  pass  through  me  as  through  a  sieve 
Running  water,  and  pass  and  leave  no  trace. 
I  live  a  thousand  lives,  and  yet  to  live 
One  life — my  own  life ;  that  is  denied  me.    Lord — 
Great  Lord,  intolerant  giver  of  all  life. 
Why  is  this  thing  denied  me  ?    Lo  !  I  sink 
After  Thy  fire  has  left  me,  dead  and  void. 
Wasted  and  without  motion — a  charred  log 
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Spurned  on  one  side ;  a  lamp  so  wholly  quenched 
It  may  not  even  remember  that  it  bore 
An  hour  ago,  a  living  tongue  of  flame. 
So  am  I  too  extinguished :  a  dense  vapour 
Obscures  my  spirit,  filters  through  my  mind, 
Poisoning  me;  I  cannot  move  my  limbs; 
Like  iron  my  eyelids  close  upon  my  eyes ; 
I  lie  outstretched  with  face  turned  to  the  wall. 
And  the  hot  day  presses  upon  me ;  night 
Comes  with  no  consolation,  but  with  dreams 
Intolerable,  which  mock  me,  as  in  a  fever. 
Men  are  mocked  with  visions  of  cool  water 
And  fruit  they  may  not  gather. 

So  I  wait 
Till,  lo !  the  suppliant.    Then  I  heavily  rise 
And  over  the  sacred  smoke  kneel,  and  the  smoke 
Is  like  the  God's  breath ;  and  I  start  awake. 
Glad  and  awake,  as  one  after  long  sleep ; 
And  still  the  God's  breath  flows  through  me,  and  now 
Becomes  a  torment  and  an  agony. 
And  from  my  lips  inevitable  words 
Gush,  and  I  seem  a  torch  fit  to  light  up 
The  darkness  of  quenched  worlds. 

But  afterwards — 
To  fall  like  a  hewn  tree !  with  no  more  life. 
No  power,  no  ecstasy,  with  none  to  bring 
Solace,  nor  teach  me  what  dear  words  men  use. 
Consoling  one  another ;  but  I  could  not 
Answer,  I  have  forgotten  how  men  speak : 
And  ah !  how  cold  a  comforter  is  the  God. 

I  feel  the  numbness  creeping  over  me. 

And  yet  I  burn.    Slowly  my  thoughts  fade  out, 
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Expiring  one  by  one.    My  nerves  are  lax. 

Like  the  loosed  strings  of  an  instrument.    The  heat 

Suffocates  me,  and  yet  my  soul  is  cold. 

The  marble  wall  is  cool  against  my  brow ; 

Here  will  I  lie  in  silence.    That  wild  glory  1 

Why  has  it  thus  deserted  me  ?    Alas ! 

To  be  uplifted  like  a  flaming  cloud ! 

To  be  scattered  like  foam  for  evermore ! 
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Scene      I.  J  Terrace  overlooking  the  Sea 

Scene    II.  Procne^s  Chamber 

Scene  III.  A  Hall  in  the  King's  Palace 


TEREUS 

SCENE   I 
A  Terrace  overlooking  the  sea.    A  great  crowd  assembled. 

King  Tereus 

I  GROW  impatient.     This  is  the  third  day. 
Have  I  in  any  wise  failed  any  god  ? 
Nay,  there  is  no  king  great  as  I  am,  crowned 
With  honour,  high-upHfted,  unrebuked. 
Mighty  beyond  all  kings  on  earth,  whose  heart 
Has  been  so  humbled  and  cast  down  with  prayer. 
Let  all  these  gods  remember ;  not  one  hour 
Has  any  shrine  been  vacant,  nor  song  ceased. 
Nor  the  spilt  wine  lying  upon  the  ground 
In  pools,  since  earth's  dry  lips  can  drink  no  more. 
I  am  weary  of  so  much  sacrifice:  each  night 
Sees  that  exultant  hope  which  each  day  brings. 
Backward  borne  on  the  ribbed  plain  of  the  tide. 
And  the  Queen  comes  not  yet,  and  I  am  mocked. 
Shall  the  gods  fail  me  who  have  failed  no  god  \ 
Let  them  take  heed,  since  if  to-morrow  wear 
Still  fruitlessly  to  night,  defeating  me  ; 
All  temples  shall  be  silenced  throughout  the  land 
And  none  bring  praise  nor  worship.    Shall  I  waste 
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Myself  in  homage  to  ungrateful  gods? 
Let  heaven  look  to  it  lest  I  pray  no  more. 

[A  Slave  enters  hurriedly^  and  throws  himself  at 
the  KiNo'sy^^/. 

The  Slave 
O  King !  the  sail. 

\_A  loud  murmur  is  heard  from  the  crowd  outside. 
King  Tereus  sinks  back  on  his  throne  and 
gazes  seaward. 

Tereus  (in  a  low  voice") 

She  comes  then ! 

\IIe  rises  and  speaks  loudly. 

Fling, 
Fling  all  the  roses  that  ye  may  before  her. 
This  is  Thrace  and  a  cold  kingdom.    I  v^ould  have  her 
Forget  the  wind's  chill  scent  in  the  flowers'  perfume. 
If  there  are  not  roses  enough,  I  '11  slay  you  all. 
See  that  she  walks  knee-deep  in  blossoms ;  hide 
The  greyness  of  this  country;  she  must  think 
That  nought  lives  here  that  is  not  joyous.    Nay, 
Ye  must  propitiate  her  as  ye  would  a  goddess, 
Honoured  if  she  shall  trample  on  you.    So 
May  ye  a  little  find  favour  in  my  sight. 

A  Slave 

Already  the  ship  sails  into  the  harbour — 
The  anchors  drop  already. 

Tereus 

O  my  desire ! 
Flying  hither  on  silver  wings.    O  Love ! 
How  hast  thou  overthrown  me  thus  who  deemed 
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I  had  made  the  gods  my  servants  ?    Yea  the  world 

Is  but  a  fruit  ripe  for  my  lips.    I  gather 

In  this  one  moment  the  whole  sum  of  joy 

In  its  accomplished  ripeness.    None  hereafter, 

Or  god  or  man,  shall  touch  these  heights  again. 

A  Voice  [from  the  crowd) 

It  was  a  stormy  day — 

She  was  young,  and  the  cold,  ah !  the  cold  wind  blew 

through  her — 
That  day  we  two  sailed  hither. 
I  wrapped  my  cloak  about  her,  comforting  her, 
Saying,  'Thou  art  a  king's  daughter,'  and  again, 
'Thou  art  a  king's  daughter  and  shalt  wed  a  king.' 
Would  I  had  taken  her,  and,  where  the  foam 
Was  whitest,  laid  her  head  as  on  a  pillow. 
I  have  a  message  for  the  Queen,  her  sister, 
I  pray  that  none  may  hinder  me.    I  pray 
The  King  hear  me  not  ere  I  can  give  my  message. 

Tereus  (gazing  round  in  anger) 

What's  that? 

A  Slave 
An  old  mad  woman 
In  the  foremost  of  the  crowd. 

Tereus 

Let  her  be  silenced, 
Her  voice  grates  on  my  ears. 

[He  gazes  round  feverishly. 

Is  all  prepared  ? 
Are  the  chambers  duly  hung  with  silken  arras  ? 
Is  there  gold  enough  in  Thrace  to  do  her  honour? 
I  fear  lest  she  smile  not.    If  she  smile  not 
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I  have  no  care  for  anything  on  earth. 
She  is  not  woman — I  could  never  bend 
My  adamantine  and  imperious  heart 
To  stoop  before  a  woman ;  thus  she  comes 
Clothed  in  mysterious  powers  I  understand  not. 
I  have  broken  many  women ;   I  have  not  loved ; 
I  have  broken  many  women ;  shall  she  break  me  ? 
Nay,  though  her  foot  be  set  upon  my  neck 
I  will  be  wary.    I  will  fold  her  round 
Carefully  as  in  a  net  with  my  great  love, 
So  she  at  last  shall  love  me.    I  will  be 
Supreme  in  this  as  in  all  things.    Let  no  man 
Think  I  am  awed  by  this  fine,  delicate  flame 
Wherewith  the  gods  assail  me. 

The  Voice 
[from  another  part  of  the  crowd) 

There  was  wine  enough 
To  satisfy  all  men.    When  they  had  drunk. 
They  blest  the  King's  name  and  the  name  of  the  Queen. 
Now  the  Queen  starves !    Oh,  spare  out  of  your  bounty 
A  little  bread  and  a  little  wine  for  her. 
I  swear  she  starves,  else  why  is  she  so  wasted } 
With  eyes  like  hollow  lamps  where  no  light  is, 
And  then  her  hands — why,  I  could  weep  to  see  them ! 
Only  I  dare  not  weep — they  would  slay  me  for  it. 
But  you  who  are  her  sister,  you  may  weep ; 
May  heaven  bless  you ! 

Tereus  [speaking furiously) 
Silence  that  voice. 
Did  I  not  bid  you  silence  it  for  ever ! 
Who  is  she  then  who  cries  thus  ?    Who  is  she. 
This  mad  woman  ? 
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A  Slave 

O  King,  we  sought  her 
Everywhere,  but  she  hid  inthethick  midst  of  the  crowd; 
We  deemed  she  had  gone  home. 

Tereus 

And  you  shall  die 
This  moment  if  you  silence  her  not. 

The  Voice 

A  crust, 
A  crust  from  the  marriage  feast !  she  will  eat  perhaps. 
And  a  little  wine  in  a  goblet.    You  are  her  sister ; 
You  will  not  let  her  die.   When  the  child  cries — 
Who  is  to  comfort  it  ? 

Tereus 

Go! 
[He  raises  his  dagger.  The  Slave  cowers  and  rushes 
out.     There  is  a  slight  confusion  among  the 
crowds  then  a  shrill  feeble  voice  cries  out  piti- 
fully^ then  silence. 

The  Voice 

Ah !  my  bright  lady. 
You  will  not  sleep  to-night.  Ah,  ah,  have  pity  ! 
Ah! 

[King  Tereus  sits  sombre  and  very  still.  Great 
clamour  and  shouting  now  arise  among  the 
crowd.  The  noise  grows  louder.  aSoow  Philo- 
mela enters  the  hall.  She  is  clad  in  black 
from  head  to  foot.  Tereus  rises  and  gazes 
at  her  in  astonishment. 

Q  121 


Tereus 

Princess,  to  me  who  love  thee  as  the  sun 
Loves  the  laborious,  sweetly  blossoming  earth, 
And  would  win  thee  though  all  hell  were  ranged  be- 
tween, 
And  would  hold  thee  though  the  next  were  my  death 

hour — 
Why  comest  thou  clad  thus?    In  mourning  garb, 
With  ominous  veils  clouding  thy  hair  and  brows  ? 
Not  as  a  bride  comes,  comest  thou  to  me. 
Lo !  has  some  manifold  grief  devoured  thy  soul  ? 
Has  death  smitten  thy  father  ?  or  thy  land. 
Has  it  fallen  a  prey  to  famine  ?    Or  has  fire 
Devastated  it  and  the  fierce  sword  of  foes  ? 
Comfort  thee,  whatsoe'er  has  chanced — my  heart 
Will  touch  thine  with  consolatory  flame ; 
No  sorrow  now  shall  harm  thee  for  evermore. 
I  say  it  who  am  the  King  and  can  control 
All  grievous  momentary  pangs  of  life. 
Be  joyful,  therefore,  and  make  glad  mine  ears 
With  kindly  speech  and  laughter  undismayed. 

Philomela 
I  am  in  mourning  for  my  sister. 

Tereus 

Ah!— 
Thy  sister,  but  the  time  for  tears  is  over. 
Thy  sister  is  dead,  and  that  is  long  ago. 
And  that  is  long  ago  and  the  past  lies  between. 
If  it  were  well  to  weep,  I  still  should  weep ; 
But  the  gods  love  not  ceaselessly  falling  tears. 
But  fill  alternately  with  mirth  and  sorrow 
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Man's  soul,  and  are  not  glad  if  he  refuse 
Either  draught  or  turn  aside  his  face. 

Philomela 

I  think  thou  didst  slay  my  sister. 

[^  low  murmur  runs  through  the  crowd.   All  gaze 
at  Philomela  horrified. 

Tereus 

Thou 
Alone  of  all  who  look  upon  the  sun 
Canst  speak  thus  and  not  perish,  thou  who  art 
Most  surely  charmed  'gainst  death,  for  if  another 
Did  think  even  this  most  monstrous  thing, 
And  I  should  read  within  his  eyes  that  thought. 
Him  would  I  wipe  out,  as  a  stain  is  wiped 
From  off  the  earth. 

Philomela 

Then  I  who  speak  this  word 
Coldly,  thou  shouldst  destroy,  lest  I  repeat  it 
And  men  believe  me.    Turn  on  me  and  rend  me. 
Thou,  King  !  I  have  no  mercy,  be  thou  merciless ; 
Thus  were  it  best  for  both  of  us. 

Tereus 

I  love  thee. 
And  aught  beside  my  love  concerns  me  not. 
What  is  thy  trouble .? 

Philomela 

Thou  shalt  hear.    Let  all 
Listen,  for  now  I  speak,  but  afterwards 
I  shall  be  silent.    I  shall  swathe  myself 
In  silence,  like  a  mantle.    Have  patience,  therefore, 
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Because  my  speech  is  swift  and  sharp  like  flame. 

Listen,  listen,  all  ye  deaf — hearing  my  words, 

Ye  shall  be  cured  of  deafness;  and  ye  blind  men 

Look  towards  my  face  and  be  ye  straightway  cured. 

I  have  a  bitter  thing  to  say ;  accursed 

Am  I  who  speak  it  and  all  ye  who  hear. 

This  is  the  bride's  hour — hearken  to  the  bride. 

Tereus 
What  evil  madness  is  this  which  hangs  about  thee  ? 

Philomela 

Thracians,  and  all  who  have  risen  to  welcome  me, 
Scattering  roses  before  me  and  with  soft  scents 
Wafting  your  welcome  to  my  nostrils,  now 
Thank  me  for  this  at  least,  that  not  arrayed  _ 

In  lying  joyful  garb  I  come  amongst  you. 
I  am  no  subtle,  softly  treading  plague 
Creeping  among  ye ;  nor  do  my  lips  laugh 
Falsely ;  nor  do  I  poison  you  with  smiles — 
But  visible  hate  am  I  and  undisguised 
Wrath,  and  unreasoning  strife.    I  shall  not  rest 
Till  the  hunger  in  me  is  satisfied,  and  none 
May  guess  what  food  it  is  shall  satisfy  it. 
Crush  me  out,  therefore,  let  whoso  may  avoid 
The  dangerous  hour  the  gods  prepare  for  him ; 
Trample  upon  me,  ye  who  have  seen  my  face. 

Tereus 
What  ails  thee,  standing  thus  like  stone  before  me  ? 

Philomela 

Thou  who  didst  wed  my  sister,  now  wed  me. 
Unwillingly  she  came,  but  I  most  willing. 
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Thou  who  didst  slay  my  sister,  wilt  thou  not  slay  me 
Before  my  purpose  is  fulfilled,  and  thou 
Vain  as  thy  prayers  towards  heaven — vain  and  lost, 
More  lamentable  than  I. 

Tereus 

But  this  is  folly! 
Folly  which  silences  anger  with  loud  laughter. — 
I  swear  by  all  the  gods  1  slew  her  not, 
Thy  sister.    Wilt  thou  hate  me  then  injustice. 
To  her  whom  I  harmed  never  ?    Am  I  strong 
To  control  heaven  and  the  shafts  of  death  ? 
Am  I  more  than  man  that  I  should  influence  fate .? 

Philomela 
Nay,  hear  him,  all  ye  mighty  gods  of  hell. 
Hear  him,  how  he  blasphemes,  and  laugh !  To-day 
Is  his.    Oh !  but  to-morrow  comes  apace. 
Crouching  to  leap  on  both  of  us,  and  mine 
It  is,  and  there  is  none  shall  wrest  it  from  me. 
Oh !   Thou  fear  now,  since  fear  thou  must,  and  slay  me. 
Since  powerless  art  thou  to  defeat  my  will. 
Thou  hast  an  outcast  and  bewildered  soul. 
Whereat  mine  laughs. 

Tereus 

Henceforth  we  twain  are  one 
Inevitably ;  cease  thou  from  frantic  words 
Which  sting  but  as  hail  stings  and  bend  me  not, 
One  instant.    I  will  wed  thee ;  calm  thy  soul. 
And  its  vain,  foolish  grief  which  profiteth  not. 

Philomela 
Vain  truly  as  the  lightning's  rugged  sword 
Which  doth  divide  the  dark  plain  of  the  sky 
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And  flickers,  visible  death,  before  men's  eyes. 
Soon  shall  my  spirit  flash  forth  and  be  no  more 
Than  the  extinguished  lightning  lost  in  heaven ; 
For  the  way  is  blind  and  no  man  guideth  it. 

Tereus 

Speak  thou  w^ith  seemly  v^rords,  humble  thine  head. 

For  though  I  do  adore  thee,  thou  art  mine. 

My  captive  and  the  servant  of  my  pleasure. 

Silence ;  for  lo !  the  wedding  feast  is  spread ; 

Be  still,  the  marriage  couch  is  all  prepared ; 

And  there  is  singing  of  many  bride  maidens, 

And  the  voice  of  youths  chanting  before  the  altar. 

And  these  shall  not  be  silenced.     Quiet  thy  soul, 

Be  wise,  control  thy  lips  and  rail  no  more. 

For  nought  shall  change  what  is  to  be.    Thou  liest 

Like  a  little  water  in  my  hollow  palm, 

Which  I  will  drink  though  the  draught  poison  me. 

Philomela 

My  sister  laughed  upon  her  marriage  day ; 

I  who  tread  brooding  in  my  sister's  steps 

Laugh  not.    My  soul  is  secret,  and  as  still 

As  the  statue  of  one  kneeling  beside  a  tomb 

Among  dark  trees  in  a  deserted  place. 

Which  knows  not  what  it  prays  for.    When  my  prayer 

Is  answered  I  shall  feel  again ;  but  now. 

Though  I  speak  words  of  fire,  yet  all  within 

Is  like  a  white  dead  image  praying  ever 

Upon  my  sister's  tomb. 

Tereus 

Ah !  lovely  sorrow. 
Most  lovely  sorrow,  will  I  not  wed  with  thee, 
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Because  thy  beauty  Is  a  web  about  thee  ? 
I  am  not  wrath  when  I  think  on  thy  beauty. 
Nor  do  I  fear  much  those  white  passionate  palms ; 
Will  they  strangle  me  sleeping  ?    Are  thy  lips  less  red 
Because  they  hate  me  ?    Wilt  thou  teach  me  fear, 

0  woman,  with  the  clear  imperious  eyes  ? 

1  who  have  little  care  for  life  or  death, 
And  do  desire  thee  more  than  death  or  life. 

Philomela 

I  have  no  more  to  say ;  I  have  grown  weary. 
Take  me  to  the  chamber  which  was  my  sister's, 
That  I  may  sleep  and  comfort  her  in  dreams. 
Who  once  being  the  weaker  of  us  twain 
Came  ever  to  me  for  comfort.    Thou  hast  made 
Her  blood  like  grey  water  for  evermore. 
And  if  a  little  warmth  live  in  my  soul. 
She  is  welcome  to  it. 

Tereus 

And  I  too  am  weary ! 
Take  the  Queen  to  the  Queen's  chamber,  maidens, 
And  see  that  all  is  fitting  for  a  Queen, 
And  perfectly  bestowed  to  do  her  honour ; 
To-night  the  wedding  feast.    Be  ye  prepared. 

[  They  go  out. 
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SCENE  II 


Procne's  Chamber.    Procne  and  an  Attendant. 


Procne 
Send  for  my  nurse :  I  would  have  speech  with  her. 

The  Attendant 

To-day  thy  nurse  went  forth  to  see  the  crowd ; 
She  has  not  yet  returned. 

Procne 

What  sayest  thou  ? 
My  nurse  ?    But  she  is  treated  as  a  mad  woman  ! 
She  speaks  true  things  :   how  then  did  she  escape  ? 
They  should  have  watched  her  better — they  will  repent 
When  she  shouts  aloud  their  secrets,  for  none  here 
Will  tolerate  such  speech  as  she  must  utter. 
They  will  slay  her ;  perhaps  they  have  already  slain  her. 
How  could  I  doubt  an  instant — she  is  dead, 
You  need  not  lie  to  me. 

The  Attendant 
Princess — 

Procne 

What  grief 
Can  hurt  me  now,  who  am  proof  against  all  grief? 
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You  should  not  lie  to  me.    So  they  have  slain  her  ? 
I  am  sorry ;  she  was  a  truth-loving  old  woman. 
She  would  have  told  my  sister  the  truth  better 
Than  I,  who  stumble  for  my  words  and  falter, 
And  say  that  which  I  would  not.    Oh,  poor  nurse ! 
Would  that  you  were  alive  still.    You  could  smooth 
My  aching  brow  until  I  almost  slept : 
Your  eyes  had  the  shadows  of  old  days  in  them  ; 
They  would  mesmerise  me  into  forgetfulness. 
And  I  could  see  through  them  my  father's  garden 
With  all  its  shadowy  woods  and  murmuring  streams. 
And  hills  made  peaceful  by  the  setting  sun. 
When  shall  my  child  behold  such  quiet  places  ? 
How  he  would  love  the  stream ;  how  he  would  play 
Unmolested  in  the  garden.    Where  is  the  child .? 
Have  they  slain  him  too  ? 

The  Attendant 
He  sleeps. 

Procne 

Oh,  the  calm  flesh 
Of  childhood  which  can  find  repose  in  sleep! 
My  sister  shall  see  him  sleeping.    She  shall  smile 
Once,  ere  all  smiles  die  on  her  lips  for  ever. 
When  comes  she  ?   Is  she  apparelled  in  fair  raiment .? 
Hath  she  a  bride's  joy  like  a  veil  about  her, 
And  the  scent  of  lilies  and  roses  as  a  garment 
Folding  her  round  in  fragrance  ?    Does  she  wear  gold 
Upon  her  feet  and  bosom  ? 

The  Attendant 

She  is  clad 
In  black  as  for  a  funeral. 
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Procne 

Ah !  poor  sister, 
She  deems  that  I  am  dead ;  she  loves  me — me. 
Most  loveless  among  mortals.   But  would  indeed 
That  I  were  dead,  so  would  she  love  me  still ! 
For  now  her  heart  must  change.    I  know  her  well. 
She  will  scarcely  pardon  me  that  I  live  on, 
Abominable  dust  which  dare  not  melt 
Into  nothingness  for  ever.    Yet  the  child  ; 
How  might  I  die  and  leave  him .?    Leave  him  here 
Where  all  men  hate  each  other  and  hate  him 
Because  he  is  so  visibly  made  to  love  ! 
Therefore  my  sister  may  pardon  after  all, 
Seeing  I  would  not  wear  this  woven  flame. 
Life,  as  a  garment,  but  for  the  child's  sake. 
Who  is  so  little  and  alone. 

The  Attendant 

She  comes. 

[Philomela  enters.     She  stands  gazing  at  her 
sister.    The  Attendant  withdraws. 

Philomela 

So  thou  art  living,  Procne.  [There  is  a  long  silence. 

I  deemed  thee  dead. 
Slain  by  him,  which  were  less  shameful.    Now 
Thou  standest  living  and  dishonoured.   Ah, 
Sister,  what  thing  is  this  that  comes  between  us  ? 
What  ails  thee,  not  being  dead  .?    Say,  hast  thou  chosen 
To  go  attired  in  smooth  and  shining  raiment. 
He  having  cast  thee  from  him  ?    Canst  thou  sleep, 
Because  thou  liest  on  a  soft  couch  ?    Wilt  thou 
Draw  golden  curtains  betwixt  thee  and  the  sun  ? 
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Wilt  thou  thank  him  that  the  wine  thou  drinkest,  still 

Is  poured  from  golden  vessels  ?    Ah !  but  no, 

I  wrong  thee,  yea,  I  wrong  thee,  thou  art  self-slain. 

This  is  thy  spectre  that  I  see.    Thou  art  not 

True  flesh  and  blood — and  yet  alas !  how  pale 

Hast  thou  become,  poor  Procne !  even  a  ghost 

Should  look  less  pitiful !    And,  ah !  thine  eyes, 

Close  them,  close  them  a  little — they  are  too  grievous — 

Lest  I  weep  who  must  never  weep  again. 

Close  them  and  gaze  not  on  me. 

Procne 

Welcome,  sister, 
I  knew  thou  wouldst  be  angry.    Yet  for  a  moment 
Put  aside  thine  anger,  put  from  thee 
Remembrance  of  my  sorrow,  it  will  drive  thee  mad. 
As  it  drove  my  nurse  mad,  whom  theyhaveslain ;  but  I 
Have  kept  my  wits  somewhat,  for  the  child's  sake. 
I  will  tell  thee  more  hereafter,  for  the  present 
Be  kind  to  me,  since  here  no  man  is  kind. 
Save  furtively  and  in  the  shadow,  so 
I  never  may  forget  my  heart  is  broken. 
But  now,  my  sister,  let  me  lean  my  head 
Upon  thy  bosom,  and  thou  with  gracious  hands, 
Do  thou  smooth  all  thought  away  from  me  and  speak 
As  though  thou  wert  consoling  me  for  some  dream 
Which  I  must  soon  forget  or  die,  and  tell  me 
How  my  father  fares,  and  whether  he  thinks  of  me 
With  pity,  or  whether  age  has  dulled  his  heart. 
There  was  a  garden  fragrant  with  red  roses 
Where  in  the  early  dawn  we  wandered  often ; 
Is  it  still  fragrant,  didst  thou  wander  there 
Alone  after  I  left  thee .?    Ah  me,  those  roses, 
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And  the  soft  scent  of  them  and,  the  dew's  scent, 

And  the  birds  calling  through  the  twilight !    Surely 

Thou  hast  some  word  of  all  these  things  to  bring  me 

A  little  comfort.    I  hear  maidens  singing 

To  their  instruments  at  hot  mid-noon,  whilst  we 

Half  slumber  in  green  places,  and  we  laugh 

Tenderly  as  the  softly  flowing  water. 

Oh !  gracious  days,  which  were  too  sweet  to  die. 

Canst  thou  still  smile,  my  sister  ? 

Philomela 

Yea,  most  surely 
I  can  smile ;  but  when  I  smile  let  no  man  dare 
Gaze  on  my  face  then,  lest  all  his  veins  dry  up 
Or  poison  flow  there,  lest  he  lose  what  measure 
Of  goodness  he  possesses — lest  for  ever 
Something  of  my  torment  cling  to  him. 
I  have  a  purpose  in  me  like  that  fire 
Earth  strives  tocage  and  may  not,  but  which  o'erflowing 
Breaks  forth  and  wrecks  valleys  and  hills  and  leaps 
Over  rivers  and  cares  not,  destroying  all. 
So  shall  my  life  consume  him  whom  I  hate. 
So  shall  thine  too,  aiding  me,  though  thou  art 
Like  livid  grass  before  a  storm  wind.    Lo ! 
The  king  shall  lie  like  a  charred  log  consumed. 
Accursed,  without  succour,  whom  none  alive 
Will  stoop  to  spurn,  but  we  shall  move  in  hell 
Queens  straight  and  crowned  with  fierce  white  pitiless 

faces. 
High  lifted  in  the  air. 

Procne 

But  do  you  come 
Bearing  no  peace  to  me  ?    But  do  you  come 
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With  terror  bound  about  your  hair  and  eyes  ? 
What  care  I  for  revenge,  so  thou  bring  peace ! 
My  wrongs  are  numberless  as  the  sand — no  sword 
May  avenge  them,  they  weigh  on  me  as  sand, 
And  suddenly  a  wind  shall  blow  them  away ! 
Thy  lips  can  soothe  me  better  than  any  sword. 
Would  they  but  speak  some  unimpassioned  thing. 
All  wrought  of  twilight  and  the  grey  of  dawn. 
Which  shall  blot  out  the  past  as  a  cobweb  held 
Before  the  eyes  blots  out  the  whole  wide  sky 
And  the  large  world.    Bring  me  some  tender  dream. 
That  I  may  smile  in  my  sleep  to-night  and  wake, 
My  dream  still  sheltering  me ! 

Philomela 

But  what  have  I 
To  do  with  dreams  ?    Look  in  my  eyes  and  tell  me 
If  any  dream  might  live  there  and  not  perish. 
Look  in  my  eyes — will  they  not  brand  my  spirit 
On  thy  spirit,  sealing  thee  mine — a  tool 
Used  by  me  for  my  purpose.    Thou  so  weak — 
Lo !  now  I  give  my  strength  to  thee.    I  am  not 
Thy  sister — not  the  sister  whom  thou  knewest 
Once  long  ago,  ere  the  curse  fell  on  us.    Now 
Shall  no  good  day  bring  joy  to  me  again. 
And  thou  who  falterest  still  and  turnest  back 
With  foolish  longing  gaze — look  back  no  more. 
But  make  thy  heart  hard  as  thou  may'st ;  the  doom 
I  lay  on  thee  is  heavy — prepare  for  it. 
Seek  thou  no  altar  of  any  merciful  god. 
Now  and  for  evermore  seek  thou  not  rest — 
I  have  a  road  made  for  thy  feet  to  tread ; 
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Thou  shalt  follow  me  since  this  is  my  desire : 
I  will  not  tread  alone  upon  that  road 
We  twain  must  walk  together. 

Procne 

Spare  me,  sister ! 
I  am  a  lonely,  little  and  voiceless  sorrow 
Which  may  not  even  pray.    I  am  too  feeble 
To  lift  my  faltering  hands,  save  to  caress 
My  child's  soft  hair.    Hear  how  I  pass  my  days ! 
Nay,  I  can  scarce  remember,  since  they  are  empty 
Of  all  that  marks  one  from  another  hour. 
I  live  in  a  kind  twilight — do  not  flash 
Thus  on  my  weak  sight  with  your  thunder-fires ; 
Leave  me  to  silently  become  that  shadow 
Which  I  am  half  already — be  good  to  me ; 
Give  me  one  gentle  kiss,  then  say  farewell ; 
Be  tender  as  you  would  to  a  sick  child 
Beside  whose  couch  you  move  on  tiptoe. 

Philomela 

Then 
I  have  no  sister,  for  this  fallen  thing 
Was  never  sister  of  mine !    Nay,  did  one  drop 
Of  my  intolerant  blood  live  in  her  veins. 
This  palace  were  already  a  funeral  pyre. 
Oh !  but  I  brush  thee  aside  as  one  may  brush 
A  moth,  which  falls  and  quivers  in  the  dust. 
And  the  next  comer  steps  on  and  crushes  it. 
So  thou  with  little  flutterings  warrest  on  me. 
Who,  though  the  seas  should  rise  and  the  great  hills 
Against  me,  trying  to  stay  my  hand,  would  yet 
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Pause  not,  but  stronger  than  all  these  achieve 
My  purpose,  certain  as  the  hand  of  death. 

Procne 

What  shall  I  do  ?    Thou  wilt  destroy  me.     Pass 
Therefore  in  silence,  since  thou  canst  not  give 
Me  that  one  kiss  to  comfort  my  few^  days, 
I  will  seal  up  my  ears  and  hide  mine  eyes 
In  terror.     I  will  not  see  thee,  I  will  be  blind ; 
Lest  thy  face  also,  even  thy  face,  sister. 
Haunt  me  with  other  haggard  memories, 
Which  knock  upon  the  closed  door  of  my  heart. 
But  find  no  entrance  there.     So  brave  a  watch 
I  keep  who  am  so  feeble ! 

Philomela 

Thy  heart  ?    Thou  hast  none, 
Who  wert  a  Queen  once  and  a  great  King's  daughter, 
Strong  and  undaunted.     Now  thou  art  no  more 
Than  the  bright,  broken,  momentary  foam 
On  the  swart  borders  of  the  shivering  sea. 

Procne 

My  heart  is  small  and  broken,  yet  large  enough 
To  bar  the  world  out,  and  I  would  keep  it  strewn 
With  thoughts  like  flowers ;  yea,  and  clean  it  is. 
And  white — a  proper  dwelling  for  my  child. 
Who  lives  and  plays  there,  a  sweet  perfect  nest : 
Leave  us  in  peace ! 

Philomela 
Thy  child? 
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Procne 

If  thou  shouldst  see  him 
Thou  wouldst  smile  perhaps. 

Philomela  [brooding) 

Through  him  it  may  be 

Procne 

Ah! 
Canst  thou  think  of  him  and  yet  look  thus ;  nay,  sister. 
Thou  shalt  not  see  him.  ^ 

Philomela 

What  does  he  now  ? 

Procne 

He  sleeps. 

Philomela 

Nay,  but  1  will  see  him ;  nay,  I  shall  love  him  well. 

I  have  gifts  for  him,  I  will  be  very  gentle. 

He  shall  sleep  in  my  arms  as  he  has  never  slept. 

Send  him  to  me  before  the  marriage  feast, 

A  little  while  before  the  marriage  feast. 

Ah,  Procne !     Ah !  my  sister,  place  in  my  hands 

The  child  and  I  shall  be  satisfied.    Oh,  ye  gods ! 

Truly  this  ruin  shall  involve  us  all ! 

Yet  am  I  comforted,  for  to  thee  and  him 

Shall  the  gods  prove  merciful,  but  to  me  never ; 

There  is  not  so  much  mercy  in  all  heaven. 

Yet  send  him  to  me,  sister.     I  will  kiss  thee 

If  thou  wilt.     I  will  comfort  thee. 
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Procne 

Thou  shalt  not  see  him. 
I  will  fold  my  arms  about  him ;  thou  shalt  not 
Think  of  him  even,  lest  thou  bring  evil  on  him. 

[Philomela  ^o^j-  out  silently. 
Oh !  nurse,  I  would  hide  my  face  upon  thy  knees 
And  sob  there ;  but  they  have  slain  thee,  and  I  alone, 
I  alone  have  they  slain  not. 


137 


SCENE  III 


A  Hall  in  the  Palace  of  King  Tereus.  A  feast  is  pre- 
pared. At  one  end  is  a  dais.  Tereus  ^W  Philomela 
enter  ^followed  by  a  procession.     They  ascend  the  dais. 


Tereus 
Lo !  thou  art  fairer  than  a  summer  night, 
Hiding  storm  and  thunder.     Lo !  thou  art  manifold 
In  beauty.    Thou  dost  hate  me  ?    I  rejoice. 
Seeing  that  hate  is  weaker  than  my  love, 
Which  pauses  not  for  it.     I  embrace  thy  hate. 
Or  whatsoever  thou  bringest  me  for  gift. 
I  laugh,  knowing  thou  canst  not  vanquish  me. 
Though  death  is  thy  desire  towards  me,  though 
Thou  bearest  death  to  me  with  open  hands. 

Philomela 

0  my  lord  the  king,  am  I  not  beautiful, 
Fair,  delicate,  and  yielding  as  a  bride  ? 

See,  I  have  clad  myself  in  a  bride's  garments. 
And  have  put  on  the  bride's  joy  even  as  a  garment ! 

1  am  joyful;  I  have  drunk  my  full  of  joy. 
Oh !  pardon  me  that  ever  I  was  not  glad ; 
Now  am  I  submissive,  wrought  unto  thy  will 
As  water  poured  into  a  hollow  vessel. 

The  thought  of  thee  fills  me  to  overflowing; 
I  feast  on  it,  and  all  my  soul  leaps  up,      ^ 
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Leaps  like  a  cataract  of  foaming  prayer, 
Thanking  the  gods,  the  gracious,  kindly  gods, 
Who  have  yielded  each  into  the  other's  hands : — 
Art  thou  glad  in  me.  King  Tereus  ? 

Tereus 

Why,  how  changed 
Art  thou !    Thine  eye  burns — is  it  for  love  ? 
Is  it  for  love  of  me — of  me,  ye  gods  ? 
And  thou  art  trembling  as  v^ith  extreme  life ; 
Thou  exultest — thy  w^hole  body  is  a  flame ; 
Thou  leapest  heavenw^ards  as  an  altar  fire. — 
Ah !  but  what  god  has  wrought  this  miracle  ? 

Philomela 
Thou,  and  thou  only,  King,  who  art  even  as  god. 

Tereus 

Why,  if  I  am  god,  then  shalt  thou  be  the  priestess 

Loved  by  me ;  and  truly  I  am  god 

If  I  have  wrought  thy  soul  to  love  me  ! 

^  Philomela 

Ah! 
Pour  wine  for  me — some  very  ancient  wine. 
Old  as  the  world.     Could  I  but  drink  the  blood. 
The  very  life-blood  of  the  strong  veins  of  earth ! 
Some  secret  and  wild  vintage,  which  shall  release 
Him  who  drinks  from  all  his  fears  forever 
As  I  would  be  released.     Oh !  but  I  thirst. 
Can  nothing  quench  my  thirst  ?  But  thou.  King  Tereus, 
Fill  my  cup  full,  and  I  shall  thirst  no  more ; 
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I,  who  am  chosen  of  God,  who  am  immortal. 
Let  us  exult  as  our  brethren  may  in  heaven — 
Wringing  the  neck  of  fate  with  noiseless  hands, 
As  easily  as  the  soft  neck  of  a  child. 

The  Chorus 

Lo !  she  blasphemes ;  let  us  carefully  guard  our  thoughts 

Lest  evil  overpower  us,  and  we  share 

The  doom  which  certainly  shall  fall  on  her. 

Tereus 

Fair  art  thou,  and  the  speech  upon  thy  lips 
Is  like  a  crimson  rose  of  blossoming  fire. 

[He  pours  wine  for  her.    She  drinks. 

Philomela 

What  is  there  in  this  wine  ?    Why  does  it  run 
Through  my  veins  like  madness .?    It  is  a  wicked  cup ; 
Is  it  a  spell  thou  hast  put  upon  me.  King  ? 
Now  all  my  thoughts  have  hands  thrust  forth  to  drag 
My  soul  downwards  from  where  it  sat  enthroned 
'Mongst  the  high  gods — downwards  to  the  abyss, 
Where  thy  soul  awaits  me.   Nay,  what  obscure  torment 
Is  this  thou  hast  poured  for  me — most  cruel  King, 
Adding  new  pain  unto  my  pain  for  ever .? 

Tereus 
Torment,  thou  sayest  ? 

Philomela 

The  torment  of  my  rapture. 
Of  my  love  for  thee  which  does  consume  and  slay  me, 
So  that  I  fear  it,  and  would  be  freed  from  it. 
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Tereus 

That  shalt  thou  not  be,  seeing  no  new  day 

Shall  dawn,  beholding  my  love  grown  less  towards  thee. 

Or  any  passion  known  in  earth  or  heaven 

So  great. 

Philomela 

Ah!— 

Tereus 

What  ails  thee,  then  ? 
Why  hast  thy  burning  cheek  grown  white  like  foam 
Suddenly,  and  thine  eyes  distracted  thus  ? 

Philomela 

I  thought  I  heard  my  sister  laugh,  God  help  me. 
There  among  the  crowd. 

Tereus 

Thy  sister ! 

Philomela 

Silence ! 
Speak  not  of  her  for  evermore — thrust  down 
Barriers  between  the  thought  of  her  for  ever 
And  us,  and  let  there  be  no  way  to  pass  them. 
Is  there  any  sea  wide  enough,  or  any  gulf 
Deep  enough  to  separate  us  ?    There — there — there ! 
I  will  not  hear  of  her.    Why  didst  thou  say 
My  sister  ?    Lo !    I  might  have  loved  thee  else. 
Loved  thee  in  time.  King  Tereus.    Now  I  may  not, 
From  loyalty  to  her.   We  both  have  wronged  her, 
And  I  a  thousand  times  more  deeply  than  thou ! 
Ah !  ah !  is  there  no  music  at  this  feast  ? 
Silence  my  thoughts'  wild  clamour  with  loud  laughter. 
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There  are  sad  faces  here — I  will  not  have 
Any  face  sorrowful  at  my  wedding  feast ! — 
Bid  them  be  merry,  King,  who  commandest  all. 

Chorus 

Her  eyes  are  dread,  unfortunate  fires,  her  mirth 
Is  terrible  as  a  battle  cry. 

Philomela 

(she  commands  her  words  with  a  great  ejfori) 

Did  I  speak  wildly  ? 
But  I  am  overwrought  by  my  long  journey 
(Pardon  me.  King !)  and  by  my  happiness, 
And  by  much  which  I  remember  and  would  forget. 
Yet  may  not.    So  these  things  all  work  upon  me. 
This  air,  too,  burns  like  fever,  yet  they  told  me 
That  in  bare  Thrace  a  bitter  and  chill  wind 
Blew  continuously,  extinguishing  all  heat. 
Ah !  but  I  must  breathe — throw  the  doors  open, 
Throw  open  the  great  doors — let  all  the  winds  blow  in. 
How  tightly  closed  they  are,  with  no  escape. 
Suppose  this  hall — as  it  must  soon — caught  fire  ? 
Alas !  the  heat  grows  visible  in  great  waves, 
Overwhelming  and  consuming  and  crushing  me — 
Give  me  a  little  water ! 

\lVater  is  poured  for  her.    She  drinks. 

Tereus 

Is  it  thy  joy 

Which  has  wrought  this  fever  then  ?   Dost  thou  indeed 
Love  me  ? 

Philomela 
Give  me  thy  hand,  O  King,  thy  hand ! 
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Place  it  in  mine  and  never  let  it  go. 
Thou  shalt  feel  my  happiness  ooze  through  the  tips 
Of  my  clenched  fingers,  soft  and  smooth  like  blood. 
Now  we  are  bound  together — yea,  with  a  bond 
Not  to  be  broken.     We  shall  surely  wander 
Through  the  dusk  courts  and  pallid  ways  of  Hell, 
For  ever  speaking  in  whispers,  lest  the  shades 
Shall  hear  us  and  dissolve  away  in  terror. 
That  which  smites  thee  shall  fall  upon  me  also. 
It  were  best  we  love  each  other,  we  who  drink 
From  the  same  goblet  now  till  the  end  of  time, 
A  draught  more  sharp  than  death.    Canst  guess,  my 

comrade. 
What  bond  it  is  unites  us  ? 

Tereus 

A  strange  thing 
Thou  speakest,  with  thy  pale  oracular  lips. 

Philomela 

Then  I  will  tell  thee ;  nay,  I  will  not ;  nay. 

Thou  shalt  know  before  the  feast  is  done.   More  strong 

It  is  than  any  bond  'tv^rixt  wife  and  husband. 

Brother  and  sister,  father  and — ah,  God ! 

What  have  I  nearly  said  ? 

Tereus 

Father  and  child — 
What  ails  thee } 

Philomela 
How  thou  speakest  and  tremblest  not ! — 
Yet  hast  a  son,  men  tell  me,  whom  thou  lovest  ? 

Tereus 
Yea,  a  bright-haired  and  eager-hearted  child, 
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Like  a  clear  springing  wave  of  the  sea  for  beauty. 
He  shall  come  hither  when  the  feast  is  ended, 
And  thou  shalt  kiss  his  lips. 

Philomela 

I  kiss  thy  child ! 
Ah !  'tis  thelast  stroke.   Does  not  the  whole  green  world 
Turn  grey  with  loathing  when  thou  speakest  thus  ? 
Knowest  thou  not  I  have  poison  on  my  lips  ? — 
Yet  tell  me  of  thy  child — has  he  soft  eyes. 
Long,  lithe  limbs,  a  clear  voice  and  opulent  hair, 
Which  crisps  like  threads  of  tangled  and  bright  gold  ? 
Once  did  I  kiss  such  another,  but  he  died ; 
Died  after — men  say  it  was  my  kiss  which  slew  him. 
Oh !  but  believe  it  not,  'tis  a  foul  rumour: 
Yet  it  were  better  I  kiss  not  thy  child. 
Lest  some  contagion  lurk  about  my  lips. 
Lest  aught  befall  him  after  and  I  be  blamed. 

Tereus  {to  a  Slave) 

Send  for  the  child. 

Philomela 

Not  yet — not  yet — not  yet ! 
Delay  a  little.     I  will  hear  more  music. 
He  sleeps  perchance ;  it  is  late ;  'twere  ill  to  wake  him. 
More  music — let  there  be  music — call  the  dancers. 
Would  I  could  dance  with  them !    I  have  music 
In  my  feet  and  I  would  dance,  dance  till  I  die, 
Dance  like  a  spiral  whirl  of  glistening  flame, 
Dance  till  my  heart  break. 

Tereus 

Send  for  the  child. 
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Philomela 

Wild  let  it  be,  that  music ! 

Let  it  be  harsh  with  terror — let  it  shriek 

Like  the  storm  howling  through  ruined  cities — let  it 

Rage  like  a  conflagration!    I  hear  the  Maenads 

Dance  in  their  riotous  feasts  and  would  dance  with  them. 

Their  hands  are  stained  ;  they  care  not ;  they  cannot 

tell 
Blood,  blood,  spilt  innocent  blood,  from  the  red  wine. 
Oh,  how  they  dance  furiously !    The  hills  tremble. 
The  forests  are  mad  with  them,  the  stars  would  fain 
Close  their  eyes  in  horror. 

But  they  care  not,  the  Maenads — they  dance  on; 
Glad  as  I  am  glad — glad  even  as  I, 
Who  would  drink  death  thus,  thus  and  thus  and  thus, 
With  easy  smiling  lips — were  not  death's  self 
Even  death  denied  me  for  ever. 

The  Slave  {re-entering) 

King,  the  child 
Cannot  be  found.     To-day  Queen  Philomela 
Had  him  within  her  chamber — 

Philomela 
{gives  a  loud  cry  and  starts  up) 

And  slew  him  there — 
And  afterwards  with  her  own  hands  prepared 
His  flesh  that  the  King  might  eat  thereof.    O  ye 
Who  stand  astonished,  gazing  on  my  face. 
Know  that  the  King  has  eaten  his  own  flesh ! 
I  fling  my  deed  before  the  world — let  all 
Hear  it,  and  all  rejoice  that  no  worse  thing 
Can  chance  on  earth,  because  these  feet  have  touched 
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The  highest  pinnacle  of  crime:  but  ye 

Who  stand  so  calmly  here  and  smite  me  not. 

Think  ye  to  escape  ?    I  tell  you  none  « 

Who  have  witnessed  the  deed  even,  shall  escape ; 

For  none  here  is  there  pardon.    What  to  me 

Then,  who  have  done  this  thing — what,  friends,  to  me — - 

What  shall  befall  me  ?    Will  none  stir 

Even  to  curse  me — not  my  sister  even, 

Will  she  not  curse  me  ?    Nay,  but  one  of  you 

Run  quickly  and  slay  her — quickly,  before  she  knows 

What  I  was  driven  to  do.    You  must  not  judge  me, 

Oh !  ye  whose  faces  are  like  stone,  whose  hearts 

Have  turned  to  stone  beholding  me — what  wonder, 

Seeing  my  eyes  have  grown  so  like  a  Gorgon's 

They  can  freeze  the  very  gods ! — until  ye  hear 

What  wrongs  were  laid  upon  us.    Ye  must  know 

That  though  I  quail  now  I  am  not  a  slave 

But  a  great  Queen,  whose  whole  blood  shrieked  for 

vengeance 
Day  and  night  without  ceasing,  till  I  said : 
*  If  I  silence  not  my  blood  I  shall  go  mad.' 
So  to  appease  my  blood  I  slew  the  child. 
But  no,  it  cries  still !    Oh !  ye  who  sit  around 
Loathing  me  with  white  stern  pitiless  faces. 
Could  ye  but  hear  it ! 

[King  Tereus  has  dashed  the  dish  which  is  before 
him  to  the  ground;  he  gropes  on  all  fours 
among  the  fragments;  no  one  moves  in  the 
hall. 

Ah !  how  low  thou  crawlest. 
Thou  high  King,  and  with  impotent,  vague  hands 
Gropest  blindly  'mongst  that  which  was  thy  flesh. 
Send  that  thou  art  not  mad — what  shall  it  profit 
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All  my  anguish  if  thou  eludest  me  thus  ? 
Ah !  and  the  punishment  fall  on  me  alone — 
Nay,  but  God's  vengeance  it  delays  too  long — 
Nay,  nay,  there  is  no  mercy.    See  that  none. 
Not  one  among  you  pity  me,  alas ! 
Because  of  his  white  limbs  and  smiling  lips 
I  conjure  all  men  that  they  pity  me  not — 
Thus  standing  clear  of  the  great  wrath  of  God. 

[jBy  this  time  Tereus  and  Philomela  are  alone  in 
the  hall^  the  others  have  gone  out  silently. 
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RETURN  OF  GANYMEDE 


THE 

RETURN  OF  GANYMEDE 

Ganymede,  snatched  up  to  Heaven  by  Zeus,  grows  weary  and 
longs  for  his  old  life.  He  is  allowed  by  the  gods  to  return  for  a 
short  while  and  is  met  by  his  comrades,  who  hail  him  as  a  deity. 


Chorus  of  Old  Men 
We  who  are  old  yet  may  not  see 

Unravelled  the  least  mystery ; 
Who  walk  the  secret  and  amazing  earth 

Blind  as  at  birth ; 
Who  'neath  a  monstrous  burden  of  dead  days 
Totter,  nor  know  whether  for  blame  or  praise 
The  gods  have-made  us,  nor  what  deeds  provoke 

Most  readily  their  sudden,  angry  stroke ; 
Yea,  grope  uneasily  'twixt  peace  and  strife 
Till  death  treads  out  the  lingering  fire  of  life — 
Now  welcome  thee,  and  fearfully  before 

Thy  feet  cast  all  our  store 
Of  fruit  and  grain  and  fortunate  harvesting : 

Yea  as  a  god  we  welcome  thee,  and  sing 
Paeans  which  may  delight  thee,  for  indeed 
Well  hast  thou  proved  thy  godhead,  Ganymede ! 

Whom  our  astonished  eyes 
Did  witness  snatched  to  the  untravelled  skies 

Saved  from  the  slow,  intolerable  day 
Evil  and  solitude  and  sure  decay — 

Some  unimagined  fate  to  realise. 
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How  did  we  miss  thee,  when 

Thou,  even  thou, 
Didst  show  as  other  men  ? 
With  no  imperious  Hght  on  hair  and  brow — 
Who  driving  forth  thy  flocks  wouldst  still 

Thy  customary  task  fulfil — 
Thou  the  desired,  the  chosen  of  gods — but  we 
Were  dulled  with  mortal  dreamings  utterly, 
Nor  might  perceive  thy  high  uplifted  grace 
Was  not  of  us  but  of  some  holy  place. 

Oh  !  pity  us — for  sorely  we  repent ; 
And  had  we  seen,  perchance  the  gods  had  lent 
Some  swift  revealing  radiance,  but  the  cold 

Bleak  hands  of  error  chained  us  as  of  old, 
And  now  on  us  who  paid  to  thee  small  heed 

Have  the  gods  any  mercy,  Ganymede  ? 

But  ah !  in  what  strange  wise 

Comest  thou — turning  backwards  from  the  skies  ? 

Lo !  round  about  thy  path 
What  signs,  what  auguries  of  wrath 
Shake  boding  wings  ?    Bearest  thou  in  thy  hand 

Some  flail  to  scourge  the  land  ? 
And  wherefore  dost  thou  seek  the  earth  again  ? — 
Oh  !  would  it  were  some  respite  from  our  pain 
Shown  in  thy  coming.    Hast  thou  pleaded  then 

For  the  tired,  vagrant  souls  of  men  ? 
And  dost  thou  bring  some  pure,  immortal  balm 

A  portion  of  the  gods'  eternal  calm 

A  gift  of  sovereign  rest 
To  soothe  the  heated  longing  in  each  breast  ? 

Our  brave  assertive  youth  is  far  from  us ; 
Strange  places  have  we  wandered  in. 
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Our  loves  have  grown  light  memories  faint  and  thin, 
Mere  shaken  ashes  on  the  w^hispering  w^ind — 

Our  dreams,  our  deeds,  our  labour  and  our  sin 
All,  all  are  left  behind  ! — 

Each  fairest  deed  but  for  an  instant  shone. 
As  on  some  stony  shore 

Wet  pebbles  the  bright  sunshine  gleams  upon 

Once  only,  and  after,  they  are  seen  no  more. 

Ganymede 
Oh  !  give  me  but  a  little  space 
To  gaze  in  silence  on  each  face. 
And  after,  I  will  wander  home 
Weary  as  though  I  had  but  come 
Back  from  my  daily  toil.    The  door 
Will  be  unhinged,  yet  grate  the  floor 
A  little,  just  enough  to  rouse 
The  drowsy  silence  of  the  house. 
Then  shall  I  enter  and  lie  still. 
And  yet  I  know  not  if  sleep  will 
Ever  put  out  the  aching  light 
Which  burns  and  burns  me  day  and  night. 

The  Chorus 
What  is  this  word  thou  sayest .?    We 

Seek  as  a  god  to  honour  thee — 
But  art  thou  fallen,  perchance  and  driven 
Lost,  lost,  and  exiled  out  of  Heaven  ? 

Ganymede 
Ah  me !  the  scent  of  earth,  ah  me ! — 

Would  I  might  hear  on  field  and  tree 
The  soft  drip  of  a  steady  rain ; 

Of  splashing  rivers  am  I  fain, 
And  of  the  salt  breath  of  the  sea. 
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The  Chorus 

And  wilt  thou  turn  with  love  towards 
Our  tedious  rivers  and  green  swards 
Who  hast  seen  the  flaming  heavens  bared  ? 

Ganymede 

And  ah  !  those  fields  where  once  I  fared — 
Cool,  tranquil  stretches  of  green  grass, 

Where  has  their  coolness  gone  ?    Alas ! 
What  bitter  change  has  come  to  pass? 

The  Chorus 

Thou  hast  the  fevered  gaze  of  one 
Who  strains  after  a  vision  done 
And  hates  all  else  beneath  the  sun. 

Ganymede 

But  who  are  ye  who  move  and  seem 

Images  and  shapes  of  dream  ? 

Are  ye  flesh,  and  do  ye  live. 

Love,  sorrow,  strive,  laugh,  hate,  forgive  ? 

And  is  it  verily,  you  and  you 

That  I  left  Heaven  to  come  unto  ? 

The  Chorus 

But  we  poor  men  of  flocks  and  herds 

Know  not  what  bright  and  burning  words 

May  best  become  us,  we  are  weak 

And  fear  is  on  us,  and  we  speak 

With  faltering  lips  and  quaking  heart. 

Oh  !  be  not  wrath  if  little  art 

We  have  to  answer  thee  aright 
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Ganymede 

Oh !  friends  forgive  me,  for  my  sight 

Was  dazzled.    I  have  grown  unused 

To  these  soft  vvrinds,  faint  and  suffused, 

These  trees  and  meadov^s  and  green  places. 

Your  gentle,  unimpassioned  faces. 

As  after  a  long  fever  fit 

Strange  shadov^s  seem  to  grope  and  flit 

Round  and  about,  and  over  all 

Some  change  hangs — I  v^rho  have  been  thrall 

To  the  high,  doubtful  gods,  now  stand 

Distraught  in  this  familiar  land. 

Ah  !  stand  not  thus  amazed,  but  hark — 

Why  are  your  faces  pale  and  stark  ? 

No  messenger  from  the  gods  I  come 

But  weary  and  longing  for  my  home ; 

Weary  as  one  whom  death  forgets. 

Who  longs  for  death. 

The  Chorus 

What  fear  besets 
His  spirit !    May  we  then  believe 
He  whom  the  gods  love  thus  can  grieve  ? 

Ganymede 

Ah !  listen,  yet  I  would  I  need  not  say 

Aught — listen  and  understand  me  as  ye  may. 

When  those  resistless  and  terrible  who  dwell 

In  the  high  air  did  seize  me  and  compel 

Me  to  their  golden  homes — first  was  I  burned 

With  so  much  joy,  my  soul  and  body  turned 

To  one  consuming,  passionate,  bright  flame 

Which  raged  and  raged — but  afterwards  there  came 
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Terror,  since  unconsumed  my  mortal  heart 
Longed  for  that  life  wherein  I  once  had  part, 
Yea,  longed  and  wasted.    Therefore,  they  who  hold 
And  weigh  the  sun  and  moon  like  silver  and  gold 
Bade  me  return,  and  if  my  life  seemed  sweet. 
Here  as  of  old  live  out  the  whole  of  it 
Once  more  a  mortal,  or  return  if  still 
.   I  yearned  for  Heaven.    Now  I  pray  you  fill 
A  cup  with  clear  spring  water  and  speak  not 
Or  meaningless  few  words.  [_He  sinks  on  the  ground. 

The  Chorus 

Hast  thou  then  forgot 
Already  the  wonder  and  the  manifold  bliss  ? 

Another 
How  can  he  stoop  to  aught  that  once  was  his ! 

Another 
God's  glory  all  about  him — 

Another 

He  will  not  stain 
His  hands  with  bitter  labour  once  again  ! 

Another 

Let  us  make  plaint  to  him  and  show  the  cares 
That  waste  us,  for  most  certainly  his  prayers 
Will  aid  us  with  the  gods  when  he  shall  rise 
A  second  time  to  them. 

Another 

For  they  are  wise 
Surely,  yet  best  it  were  for  mortal  need 
Some  mortal  tongue  with  them  should  intercede 
To  show  our  grief  aright. 
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Another 

Oh !  save 
Us  from  despair — the  Intolerable  grave, — 
The  w^eariness  which  is  our  inheritance, 
The  fading  of  our  lives ! 

Another 

As  in  a  trance 
He  listens  and  hears  nothing,  yet  our  complaint 
May  reach  him — as  in  w^hispers  few  and  faint 
A  wind  may  stir  the  deep  sea*s  slumbering  heart. 

A  Woman 
And  oh  !  beseech  the  gods  who  have  no  part 
In  age  to  think  on  us  when  death 
Approaching  dulls  with  hateful  breath 
Our  beauty — leave  us  not  undone, 
Pitiful  things  to  gaze  upon. 

A  Fisherman 
And  from  the  toils  of  the  deep  sea 
And  wind  and  restless  poverty 
Save  us — we  weary  sore  thereof. 

A  Youth 
The  toils  and  miseries  of  love 
Torment  me ;  let  the  gods  create 
Love  which  no  angry  fire  shall  prove 
But  gentle  and  compassionate. 

Another 
Our  youth  is  hot  within  our  hand, 
A  sharp  sword,  a  burning  brand, 
We  know  not  how  to  use  it  best — 
But  when  our  blood  runs  thin  and  pale, 
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And  we  have  run  on  the  last  quest, 
How  shall  our  knowledge  aught  avail, 
What  can  age  do  save  dully  rest  ? 

An  Old  Man 
For  the  glad  beat  of  a  boy's  breath, 
We,  faltering  on  the  brink  of  death, 
Pray  who  have  grown  too  wise. 

Ganymede 

Ah  me! 
I  marvel  much  how  this  may  be 
That  you  no  more  have  any  power 
To  hold  me  to  you  one  short  hour — 
Scarcely  I  understand  your  speech ; 
I  have  grown  impotent  to  reach 
Your  hearts,  and  heavenwards  I  must  pass 
Once  more  and  all  be  as  it  was, 
And  I  endure  it — they  were  wise 
Who  knew  no  lesser  thing  may  hold 
Him — even  the  things  he  loved  of  old — 
Who  has  gazed  on  Heaven  with  naked  eyes. 
Ah!  miserable 

The  Chorus 

He  has  not  heard 
Us  who  lamented. 

Another 

He  is  stirred 
With  visions. 

Ganymede 

Yea,  for  even  when 
I  enter  those  awful  courts  again 
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I  still  must  yearn  for  earth.     Farewell ! 

I  burn  with  an  intolerable 

Thirst  which  no  water  quenches.    [He  goes  out. 

The  Chorus 

Lo! 
Hopeless,  he  leaves  us  hopeless.     So 
All  things  deceive  us.     Let  us  bear 
The  tedious  length  of  the  dull  year, 
And  with  such  patience  as  we  may, 
To-day,  which  is  even  as  yesterday. 
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